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NI GHT CHI LLS

DEAN KCOONTZ

Aut hor’ s I ntroduction

BY THE TI ME they have finished this book, many readers will be uneasy,
frightened, perhaps even horrified. Once entertained, however, they will be
tenpted to disnmiss Night Chills as quickly as they m ght a novel about denonic
possession or reincarnation. Al though this story is intended primarily to be a
“good read,” | cannot stress strongly enough that the basic subject matter is
more than nerely a fantasy of mne; it is areality and already a major

i nfluence on all our lives.

Subl i m nal and subaudi al advertising, carefully planned manipul ati on of our
subconsci ous m nds, becane a serious threat to individual privacy and freedom at
| east as long ago as 1957. In that year M. Janes Vicary gave a public
demonstration of the tachistoscope, a machine for flashing nessages on a notion
pi cture screen so fast that they can be read only by the subconscious mnd. As
di scussed in chapter two of this book, the tachistoscope has been repl aced, for
the nmost part, by nore sophisticated—and shocki ng—devi ces and processes. The

sci ence of behavior nodification, as achieved through the use of sublimna
advertising, is comng into a Gol den Age of technol ogi cal breakthroughs and
advancenents in theory.

Particularly sensitive readers will be dismayed to |learn that even such details
as the infinity transmtter (chapter ten) are not fignents of the author’s

i magi nati on. Robert Farr, the noted el ectronic security expert, discusses
wiretapping with infinity transmtters in his The El ectronic Crimnals, as noted
in the reference list at the end of this novel

The drug that plays a central role in Night Chills is a novelist's device. It
does not exist. It is the only piece of the scientific background that | have
all oned nyself to create fromwhole cloth. Countl ess behavi oral researchers have
conceived of it. Therefore, when | say that it does not exist, perhaps | should
add one cautionary word—yet.

Those who are studying and shaping the future of sublimninal advertising will say
that they have no intention of creating a society of obedient robots, that such
a goal would be in violation of their personal noral codes. However, as have

thousands of other scientists in this century of change, they will surely learn
that their concepts of right and wong will not restrict the ways in which nore
ruthless men will use their discoveries.

D R K

THE BEGQ NNI NG

Sat urday, August 6, 1977

THE DI RT TRAIL was narrow. Droopi ng boughs of tamarack, spruce, and pine scraped
the roof and brushed the side wi ndows of the Land Rover

“Stop here,” Rossner said tensely.

Hol brook was driving. He was a big, stemfaced nan in his early thirties. He
gripped the wheel so tightly that his knuckles were bl oodl ess. He braked, pulled
the Rover to the right, and coasted in anobng the trees. He switched off the
headl anps and turned on a dash light.

“Check your gun,” Rossnher said.

Each man wore a shoul der hol ster and carried a SIC-Petter, the finest automatic
pistol in the world. They pulled the nagazi nes, checked for a full conplenment of
bul l ets, slamed the nmagazi nes back into the butts, and hol stered the guns.
Their novenents seened to be choreographed, as if they had practiced this a
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t housand ti nes.

They got out and wal ked to the back of the car

At three o' clock in the norning, the Maine woods were om nously dark and still.
Hol brook |l owered the tailgate. A light winked on inside the Rover. He threw
aside a tarpaulin, revealing two pairs of rubber hip boots, two flashlights, and
ot her equi pnent.

Rossner was shorter, slimrer, and qui cker than Hol br ook

He got his boots on first. Then he dragged the last two pieces of their gear
fromthe car.

The main conponent of each device was a pressurized tank nmuch |i ke an aqual ung
cylinder, conplete with shoul der straps and chest belt. A hose led fromthe tank
to a stainless-steel, pinspray nozzle.

They hel ped each other into the straps, nmade certain their shoul der holsters
were accessi ble, and paced a bit to get accustoned to the weight on their backs.
At 3:10 Rossner took a conpass fromhis pocket, studied it in his flashlight
beam put it away, and noved off into the forest.

Hol brook foll owed, surprisingly quiet for such a |arge man. The | and rose rather
steeply. They had to stop twice in the next half hour to rest.

At 3:40 they cane within sight of the Big Union sawnill. Three hundred yards to
their right, a conplex of two- and three-story clapboard and ci nder-bl ock
bui l di ngs rose out of the frees. Lights glowed at all the w ndows, and arc | anps
bat hed the fenced storage yard in fuzzy purplish-white light. Wthin the huge
mai n buil ding, giant saws stuttered and whi ned continuously. Logs and cut pl anks
toppl ed from conveyor belts and boonmed when they | anded in netal bins.

Rossner and Hol brook circled around the mll to avoid being seen. They reached
the top of the ridge at four o' clock

They had no difficulty |l ocating the man-nmade | ake. One end of it shimered in
the wan noonlight, and the other end was shadowed by a hi gher ridge that rose
behind it. It was a neat oval, three hundred yards |ong and two hundred yards

wi de, fed by a gushing spring. It served as the reservoir for both the Big Union
mll and the small town of Black River that lay three niles away in the valley.
They followed the six-foot-high fence until they cane to the main gate. The
fence was there to keep out animals, and the gate was not even | ocked. They went
i nsi de.

At the shadowed end of the reservoir, Rossner entered the water and wal ked out
ten feet before it rose nearly to the tops

of his hip boots. The walls of the | ake slanted sharply, and the depth at the
center was sixty feet.

He unravel ed the hose froma storage reel on the side of the tank, grasped the
steel tube at the end of it, and thunbed a button. A colorless, odorless

chemi cal exploded fromthe nozzle. He thrust the end of the tube underwater and
moved it back and forth, fanning the fluid as widely as possi bl e.

In twenty mnutes his tank was enpty. He wound the hose around the reel and

| ooked toward the far end of the | ake. Hol brook had finished enptying his tank
and was clinbing out onto the concrete apron.

They net at the gate. “Ckay?” Rossner asked.

“Perfect.”

By 5:10 they were back at the Land Rover. They got shovels fromthe back of the
car and dug two shallow holes in the rich black earth. They buried the enpty
tanks, boots, holsters, and guns.

For two hours Hol brook drove along a series of rugged dirt trails, crossed St
John River on a tinber bridge, picked up a graveled lane, and finally connected
with a paved road at hal f past eight.

From there Rossner took the wheel. They didn't say nore than a dozen words to
each ot her.

At twelve thirty Hol brook got out at the Starlite Mdtel on Route 15 where he had
a room He closed the car door w thout saying good-by, went inside, |ocked the
nmot el door, and sat by the tel ephone.

Rossner had the Rover’s tank filled at a Sunoco station and picked up Interstate
95 south to Waterville and past Augusta. Fromthere he took the Miine Turnpike
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to Portland, where he stopped at a service area and parked near a row of

t el ephone boot hs.

The afternoon sun nade nmirrors of the restaurant wi ndows and flashed off the
parked cars. Shimmering waves of hot air rose fromthe pavenent.

He | ooked at his watch. 3:35.

He | eaned back and cl osed his eyes. He appeared to be nap

pi ng, but every five mnutes he glanced at his watch. At 3:55 he got out of the
car and went to the last booth in the row.

At four o’'clock the phone rang.

“Rossner.”

The voice at the other end of the line was cold and shar p:

“lI amthe key, M. Rossner.”

“I amthe | ock,” Rossner said dully.

“How did it go?”

“As schedul ed.”

“You missed the three-thirty call.”

“Only by five mnutes.”

The man at the other end hesitated. Then: “Leave the turnpike at the next exit
Turn right on the state route. Put the Rover up to at |east one hundred niles an
hour. Two mles along, the road takes a sudden turn, hard to the right; it’'s
banked by a fieldstone wall. Do not apply your brakes when you reach the curve.
Do not turn with the road. Drive straight into that wall at a hundred nmles an
hour . ”

Rossner stared through the glass wall of the booth. A young woman was crossing
fromthe restaurant toward a little red sports car. She was wearing fight white
shorts with dark stitching. She had nice | egs

“d enn?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you understand ne?”

“Repeat what |’'ve said.”

Rossner went through it, alnost word for word.

“Very good, denn. Now go do it.”

“Yes, sir.”

Rossner returned to the Land Rover and drove back onto the busy turnpike.

Hol brook sat quietly, patiently in the unlighted notel room He switched on the
television set, but he didn't watch it. He got up once to use the bathroom and
to get a drink of water, but that was the only break in his vigil

At 4:10 the tel ephone rang.

He picked it up. “Hol brook.”

“lI amthe key, M. Hol brook.”

“I amthe | ock.”

The nman on the other end of the line spoke for half a minute. “Now repeat what
I"ve said.”

Hol br ook repeated it.

“Excellent. Now do it.”

He hung up, went into the bathroom and began to draw a tub full of warm water
When he turned right onto the state route, G enn Rossner pressed the accel erator
all the way to the floor. The engine roared. The car’s frane began to shi my.
Trees and houses and other cars flashed past, nere blurs of color. The steering
wheel junped and vibrated in his hands.

For the first nile and a half, he didn't | ook away fromthe road for even a
second. Wen he saw the curve ahead, he glanced at the speedoneter and saw t hat
he was doing slightly better than a hundred mles per hour

He whi npered, but he didn’t hear hinself. The only things he could hear were the
tortured noises produced by the car. At the last noment he gritted his teeth and
shudder ed.

The Land Rover hit the four-foot-high stone wall so hard that the engi ne was
jamred back into Rossner’s |lap. The car plowed part of the way through the wall
St ones shot up and rai ned back down. The Rover tipped onto its crushed front
end, rolled over on its roof, slid across the ruined wall, and burst into
flanes.
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Hol br ook undressed and clinbed into the tub. He settled down in the water and
pi cked up the single-edge razor blade that lay on the porcelain rim He held the
bl ade by the blunt end, firmy between the thunb and first finger of his right
hand, then sl ashed open the veins in his left wist.

He tried to cut his right wist. His |left hand could not hold the blade. It
slipped fromhis fingers.

He plucked it out of the darkening water, held it in his right hand once nore,
and cut across the bridge of his left foot.

Then he | eaned back and cl osed his eyes.

Slowy, he drifted down a lightless tunnel of the mind, into ever deepening
darkness, getting dizzy and weak, feeling surprisingly little pain. In thirty
m nutes he was comatose. In forty mnutes he was dead.

Sunday, August 7, 1977

AFTER WORKI NG ALL VWEEK on the m dnight shift, Buddy Pellineri was unable to
change his sleeping habits for the weekend. At four o’ clock Sunday norning, he
was in the kitchen of his tiny, two-roomapartnent. The radio, his nost prized
possession, was turned down |low. nusic froman all-night Canadian station. He
was sitting at the table, next to the window, staring fixedly at the shadows on
the far side of the street. He had seen a cat running along the wal k over there,
and the hairs had stood up on the back of his neck.

There were two things that Buddy Pellineri hated and feared nore than all el se
inlife: cats and ridicule.

For twenty-five years he had lived with his nother, and for twenty years she had
kept a cat in the house, first Caesar and then Caesar the Second. She had never
realized that the cats were quicker and far nore cunning than her son and,
therefore, a bane to him Caesar—first or second; it nade no difference—Iiked
to lie quietly atop bookshel ves and cupboards and hi gh-boys, until Buddy wal ked
past. Then he | eaped on Buddy’'s back. The cat never scratched himbadly; for the
nost part it was concerned with getting a good grip on his shirt so that he
could not shake it |oose. Every tinme, as if following a script, Buddy woul d
panic and run in circles or dart fromroomto roomin search of his nother, with
Caesar spitting in his ear. He never suffered nuch pain fromthe gane; it was

t he sudden-

ness of the attack, the surprise of it that terrified him H's nother said
Caesar was only being playful. At tines he confronted the cat to prove he was

unafrai d. He approached it as it sunned on a window sill and tried to stare it
down. But he was always the first to | ook away. He coul dn’'t understand peopl e
all that well, and the alien gaze of the cat made him feel especially stupid and
inferior.

He was able to deal with ridicule nore easily than he could deal with cats, if
only because it never cane as a surprise. Wien he was a boy, other children had
teased himnercilessly. He had learned to be prepared for it, |learned howto
endure it. Buddy was bright enough to know that he was different fromothers. If
his intelligence quotient had been several points |ower, he wouldn't have known
enough to be ashaned of hinself, which was what people expected of him If his
I.Q had been a few points higher, he would have been able to cope, at least to
sonme extent, with both cats and cruel people. Because he fell in between, his
life was lived as an apology for his stunted intellect—a curse he bore as a
result of a mal functioning hospital incubator where he had been pl aced after
bei ng born five weeks prematurely.

Hs father had died in a mll accident when Buddy was five, and the first Caesar
had entered the house two weeks later. If his father hadn’t died, perhaps there
woul d have been no cats. And Buddy liked to think that, with his father alive,
no one would dare ridicule him

Ever since his nother had succunbed to cancer ten years ago, when he was
twenty-five, Buddy had worked as an assistant night watchman at the Big Union
Supply Conpany mill. If he suspected that certain people at Big Union felt
responsible for himand that his job was nake-work, he had never admtted it,
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not even to himself. He was on duty frommidnight to eight, five nights a week,
patrolling the storage yards, |ooking for snoke, sparks, and flanes. He was
proud of his position. In the last ten years he had cone to enjoy a neasure of
sel f-respect that woul d have been inconceivabl e before he had been hired.

Yet theme were times when he felt like a child again, huniliated by other
children, the brunt of a joke he could not understand. His boss at the mll, Ed
MG ady, the chief watchman on the graveyard shift, was a pleasant man. He was
i ncapabl e of hurting anyone. However, he sniled when others did the teasing. Ed
always told themto stop, always rescued his friend Buddy—but always got a | augh
fromit.

That was why Buddy hadn’t told anyone what he had seen Saturday norning, nearly
twenty-four hours ago. He didn't want themto |augh

Around that time he left the storage yard and wal ked well off into the trees to
relieve hinself. He avoided the |avatory whenever he could because it was there
the other nmen teased himthe npst and showed the | east nercy. At a quarter to
five, he was standing by a big pine tree, shrouded in darkness, taking a pee,
when he saw two nen coming down fromthe reservoir. They carried hooded
flashlights that cast narrow yell ow beans. |In the backwash of the lights, as the
men passed within five yards of him Buddy saw they were wearing rubber hip
boots, as if they had been fishing. They couldn't fish in the reservoir, could
they? There were no fish up there. Another thing

each man wore a tank on his back, like skin divers wore on television. And they
were carrying guns in shoul der holsters. They | ooked so out of place in the
woods, so strange.

They frightened him He sensed they were killers. Like on the television. If

they knew they had been seen, they would kill himand bury himout here. He was
sure of it. But then Buddy al ways expected the worst; life had taught himto
thi nk that way.

He stood perfectly still, watched themuntil they were out of sight, and ran

back to the storage yard. But he quickly realized he couldn’t tell anyone what
he had seen. They wouldn't believe him And by God, if he was going to be
ridiculed for telling what was only the truth, then he would keep it secret!
Just the sane he wi shed he could tell soneone, if not the watchnen at the nill.

He thought and thought about it but still could not nake sense of those skin
divers or whatever they were. -1n fact, the nore he thought about it, the nore
bizarre it

seened. He was frightened by what he could not understand. He was certain that
if he told sonmeone, it could be explained to him Then he wouldn’'t be afraid.

But if they | aughed .

Well, he didn’t understand their laughter either, and that was even nore
frightening than the nystery nen in the woods.

On the far side of Main Street, the cat scanpered fromthe heavy purple shadows
and ran east toward Edison’s Ceneral Store, startling Buddy out of his reverie.
He pressed agai nst the wi ndowpane and watched the cat until it turned the
corner. Afraid that it would try to sneak back and clinmb up to his third floor
roons, he kept a watch on the place where it had vani shed. For the nonent he had
forgotten the nen in the woods because his fear of cats was far greater than his
fear of guns and strangers.

PART ONE:
Conspi racy
1

Sat urday, August 13, 1977

VWHEN HE DROVE AROUND THE CURVE, into the small valley, Paul Annendale felt a
change cone over him After five hours behind the wheel yesterday and five nore
today, he was weary and tense—but suddenly his neck stopped aching and his
shoul ders unknotted. He felt at peace, as if nothing could go wong in this

pl ace, as if he were Hugh Conway in Lost Horizon and had just entered
Shangri - La.

O course, Black River was not Shangri-La, not by any stretch of the
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i magi nation. It existed and naintained its population of four hundred solely as
an adjunct of the mill. For a conpany town it was quite clean and attractive.
The main street was lined with tall oak and birch trees. The houses were New
Engl and col onials, white frane and brick saltboxes. Paul supposed he responded
to it so positively because he had no bad nenories to associate with it, only
good ones; and that could not be said of many places in a man’s life.

“There’'s Edison's store! There's Edison’s!” Mark Annendal e | eaned over fromthe
back seat, pointing through the w ndshield.

Smiling, Paul said, “Thank you, Coonskin Pete, scout of the north.”

Rya was as excited as her brother, for Sam Edi son was |ike a grandfather to
them But she was nore dignified than Mark.

At el even she yearned for the wonanhood that was still years ahead of her. She
sat up straight in her safety harness beside Paul on the front seat. She said,
“Mark, sonetinmes | think you're five years old instead of nine.”

“Ch, yeah? Well, sonetinmes | think you' re sixty instead of eleven!”

“Touché,” Paul said.

Mark grinned. Usually, he was no match for his sister. This sort of quick
response was not his style.

Paul gl anced si deways at Rya and saw that she was bl ushing. He winked to | et her
know that he wasn’t | aughing at her

Smiling, sure of herself again, she settled back in her seat. She could have
topped Mark’s line with a better one and | eft himnunbling. But she was capabl e
of generosity, not a particularly common quality in children her age.

The instant the station wagon stopped at the curb, Mark was out on the pavenent
He bounded up the three concrete steps, raced across the wi de roofed veranda,
and di sappeared into the store. The screen door slamred shut behind himjust as
Paul swi tched of f the, engine.

Rya was deternmined not to nake a spectacle of herself, as Mark had done. She
took her tine getting out of the car, stretched and yawned, snoothed the knees
of her jeans, straightened the collar of her dark blue blouse, patted her |ong
brown hair, closed the car door, and went up the steps. By the tinme she reached
the porch, however, she too had begun to run

Edi son’s CGeneral Store was an entire shopping center in three thousand square
feet. There was one room a hundred feet long and thirty feet wide, with an
anci ent pegged pine floor. The east end of the store was a grocery. The west end
hel d dry goods and sundries as well as a gl eam ng, nodem drug counter

As his father had been before him Sam Edison was the town’s only |icensed

phar maci st .

In the center of the room three tables and twel ve oak chairs were grouped in
front of a wood-burning country stove. Ordinarily, you could find elderly nmen
pl ayi ng cards at one of

those tables, but at the nonment the chairs were enpty. Edison's store was not
just a grocery and pharnmacy; it was also Black River’'s community center

Paul opened the heavy lid on the soda cool er and plucked a bottle of Pepsi from
the icy water. He sat down at one of the tables.

Rya and Mark were standing at an ol d-fashi oned gl ass-fronted candy counter,
giggling at one of Sami s jokes. He gave them sweets and sent themto the

paper back and coni c book racks to choose presents for thenselves; then he cane
over and sat with his back to the cold stove

They shook hands across the table.

At a glance, Paul thought, Sam | ooked hard and nmean. He was very solidly built,
five eight, one hundred sixty pounds, broad in the chest and shoul ders. His
short-sl eeved shirt reveal ed powerful forearns and biceps. His face was tanned
and creased, and his eyes were like chips of gray slate. Even with his thick
white hair and beard, he | ooked nore dangerous than grandfatherly, and he could
have passed as a decade younger than his fifty-five years.

But that forbidding exterior was msleading. He was a warm and gentle nan, a
push-over for children. Mst likely, he gave away nore candy than he sold. Paul
had never seen himangry, had never heard himraise his voice.

“When did you get in town?”

“This is our first stop.”
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“You didn’t say in your letter how |long you d be staying this year. Four weeks?”
“Six, | think.”

“Wonderful!” His gray eyes glittered nerrily; but in that very craggy face, the
expressi on mght have appeared to be malice to anyone who didn't know himwel | .
“You're staying the night with us, as planned? You aren’t going up into the
nmount ai ns t oday?”

Paul shook his head: no. “Tonorrow will be soon enough. W' ve been on the road
since nine this norning. | don't have strength to pitch canp this afternoon.”
“You' re | ooki ng good, though.”

“I"'mfeeling good nowthat I'min Black River.”

“Needed this vacation, did you?”

“God, yes.” Paul drank sone of the Pepsi. “I'"msick to death of hypertense
poodl es and Sianese cats with ringworns.”
Samsmled. “lI’ve told you a hundred tinmes. Haven't |? You can't expect to be an

honest veterinarian when you set up shop in the suburbs of Boston. Down there
you're a nursemaid for neurotic house pets—and their neurotic owners. Get out
into the country, Paul.”

“You nean | ought to involve nyself with cows cal ving and mares foaling?”
“Exactly.”

Paul sighed. “Maybe | will one day.”

“You shoul d get those kids out of the suburbs, out where the air is clean and
the water drinkable.”

“Maybe | will.” He | ooked toward the rear of the store, toward a curtained
doorway. “ls Jenny here?”

“l spent all nmorning filling prescriptions, and now she's out delivering them |
think 1"ve sold nore drugs in the past four days than | usually sell in four
weeks.”

“Epi dem c?”

“Yeah. Flu, grippe, whatever you want to call it.”

“What does Doe Troutman call it?”

Sam shrugged. “He’s not really sure. Some new breed of flu, he thinks.”
“What's he prescribing?”

“A general purpose antibiotic. Tetracycline.”

“That’s not particularly strong.”

“Yes, but this fluisn't all that devastating.”

“I's the tetracycline hel pi ng?”

“It’s too soon to tell.”

Paul gl anced at Rya and Mark.

“They’' re safer here than anywhere else in town,” Samsaid. “Jenny and | are
about the only people in Black R ver who haven't come down with it.”

“If 1 get up there in the nountains and find I've got two sick kids on ny hands,
what shoul d | expect? Nausea? Fever?”

“None of that. Just night chills.”

Paul tilted his head quizzically.

“Damed scary, as | understand it.” Sanis eyebrows drew together in one bushy
white bar. “You wake up in the mddle of the night, as if you' ve just had a
terrible dream You shake so hard you can’'t hold on to anything. You can barely
wal k. Your heart is racing. You' re pouring sweat—and | nean sweating pints—ike
you’' ve got awfully high blood pressure. It lasts as nuch as an hour, then it
goes away as if it never was. Leaves you weak npbst of the next day.”

Frowni ng, Paul said, “Doesn’'t sound like flu.”

“Doesn’t sound |ike much of anything. But it scares hell out of people. Sone of
them got sick Tuesday night, and nost of the others joined in on Wdnesday.
Every ni ght they wake up shaking, and every day they're weak, a bit tired.
Damed few peopl e around here have had a good night's sleep this week.”

“Has Doe Troutnman gotten a second opinion on any of these cases?”

“Nearest other doctor is sixty mles away,” Samsaid. “He did call the State
Health Authority yesterday afternoon, asked for one of their field men to cone
up and have a |l ook. But they can't send anyone until Mbnday. | guess they can’t
get very excited about an epidenmic of night chills.”
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“The chills could be the tip of an iceberg.”

“Coul d be. But you know bureaucrats.” Wen he saw Paul gl ance at Rya and Mark
agai n, Sam said, “Look, don't worry about it. W'll keep the kids away from
everyone who's sick.”

“I was supposed to take Jenny up the street to Utman's Cafe. W were going to
have a nice quiet dinner together.”

“If you catch the flu froma waitress or another custonmer, you'll pass it on to
the kids. Skip the cafe. Have dinner here. You know |I'mthe best cook in Black
Ri ver.”

Paul hesitat ed.

Laughi ng softly, stroking his beard with one hand, Samsaid, “W'Ill have an
early dinner. Six o' clock. That'll give you and Jenny plenty of tine together
You can go for a ride later. O

I"lI'l keep nyself and the kids out of the den if you d rather just stay hone.”
Paul sniled. “Wat’s on the nenu?”

“Mani cotti.”

“Who needs U tnman’s Cafe?”

Sam nodded agreenent. “Only the U tmans.”

Rya and Mark hurried over to get Samis approval of the gifts they had chosen for
thensel ves. Mark had two dollars’ worth of conic books, and Rya had two

paper backs. Each of them had snall bags of candy.

Rya’'s bl ue eyes seened especially bright to Paul, as if there were |lights behind
them She grinned and said, “Daddy, this is going to be the best vacation we’ve
ever had!”

2

Thirty-one Mnths Earlier:

Friday, January 10, 1975

OCGDEN SALSBURY ARRIVED ten minutes early for his three o’ clock appoi ntnment. That
was characteristic of him

H. Leonard Dawson, president and principal stockhol der of Futurex |International,
did not at once wel come Sal shury into his office. In fact Dawson kept him
waiting until three fifteen. That was characteristic of him He never allowed
his associates to forget that his tine was inestinmably nore val uabl e than
theirs.

When Dawson’s secretary finally ushered Sal sbury into the great man’'s chanbers,
it was as if she were showing himto the altar in a hushed cathedral. Her
attitude was reverent. The outer office had Muzak, but the inner office had pure
silence. The room was sparsely furnished: a deep blue carpet, two sonber oi
paintings on the white walls, two chairs on this side of the desk, one chair on
the other side of it, a coffee table, rich blue velvet drapes drawn back from
seven hundred square feet of lightly tinted glass that overl ooked m dtown
Manhattan. The secretary bowed out alnpbst |ike an altar boy retreating fromthe
sanct uary.

“How are you, Ogden?” He reached out to shake hands.

“Fine. Just fine—teonard.”

Dawson’ s hand was hard and dry; Sal sbury’s was danp.

“How s Mrian®?” He noticed Sal shury’s hesitation. “Not ill?”

“We were divorced,” Sal shury said.

“I"'msorry to hear that.”

Was there a trace of disapproval in Dawson’s voi ce? Sal sbury wondered. And why
the hell should | care if there is?

“When did you split up?” Dawson asked.

“Twenty-five years ago—teonard.” Sal sbury felt as if he ought to use the other
man’s | ast nanme rather than his first, but he was determ ned not to be
intimdated by Dawson as he had been when they were both young nen.

“I't has been a long tine since we’ve tal ked,” Dawson said. “That’'s a shanme. W
had so many great tinmes together.”

They had been fraternity brothers at Harvard and casual friends for a few years
after they left the university. Sal sbury could not renenber a single “great”
time they mght have shared. Indeed, he had al ways thought of the nane H.
Leonard Dawson as a synonym for both prudery and boredom
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“Have you remarri ed?” Dawson asked.

Dawson frowned. “Marriage is essential to an ordered life. It gives a nman
stability.”

“You're right,” Salsbury said, although he didn't believe it. “lI’ve been the
wor se for bachel orhood.”

Dawson had al ways made hi m uneasy. Today was no exception

He felt ill at ease partly because they were so different fromeach ot her
Dawson was six feet two, broad in the shoulders, narrow at the hips, athletic.
Sal sbury was five feet nine, slope-shoul dered, and twenty pounds overwei ght.
Dawson had thick graying hair, a deep tan, clear black eyes, and matinee-ido
features; whereas Sal shury was pale with receding hair and myopi c brown eyes
that required thick glasses. They were both fifty-four. O the two, Dawson had
weat hered the years far better.

Then again, Sal sbury thought, he began with better looks than | did. Wth better
| ooks, nore advantages, nore noney..

I f Dawson radiated authority, Salsbury radiated servility. In

the |l aboratory on his own famliar turf, Ogden was as inpressive as Dawson. They
were not in the | aboratory now, however, and he felt out of place, out of his
class, inferior.

“How is Ms. Dawson?”

The other man smled broadly. “Wonderful! Just wonderful. |I’'ve nmade thousands of
good decisions in ny life, Ogden. But she was the best of them” H's voice grew
deeper and nore solemm; it was al nost theatrical in effect. “She’s a good,

God- feari ng, church-Iloving worman.”

You're still a Bible thunper, Sal sbury thought. He suspected that this m ght
hel p hi m achi eve what he had cone here to do.

They stared at each other, unable to think of any nore small talk.

“Sit down,” Dawson said. He went behind the desk while Sal sbury settled in front
of it. The four feet of polished oak between them further established Dawson’'s
dom nance

Sitting stiffly, briefcase on his knees, Sal sbury |ooked |ike the corporate

equi val ent of a lap dog. He knew he should relax, that it was dangerous to | et
Dawson see how easily he could be intimdated. Neverthel ess, knowing this, he
could only pretend relaxation by folding his hands atop his briefcase.

“This letter. - .“ Dawson | ooked at the paper on his blotter

Sal sbury had witten the letter, and he knew it by heart.

Dear Leonard:

Since we | eft Harvard, you' ve made nore noney than | have. However, | haven’'t
wasted ny life. After decades of study and experinentation, | have nearly
perfected a process that is priceless. The proceeds in a single year could
exceed your accunul ated wealth. | amentirely serious.

Could | have an appoi ntnent at your conveni ence? You won’t regret having given
it to ne.

Make the appoi ntment for “Robert Stanley,” a subterfuge to keep ny nane out of

your date book. As you can see fromthe letterhead on this stationery, | direct
operations at the nmain biochemresearch | aboratory for Creative Devel opnent
Associ ates, a subsidiary of Futurex International. If you know the nature of

CDA' s business, you will understand the need for circunspection

As ever, (Ogden Sal sbury

He had expected to get a quick response with that letter, and his expectations
had been net. At Harvard, Leonard had been guided by two shining principles:
money and God. Sal sbury had supposed, and rightly, that Dawson hadn’t changed.
The letter was mmil ed on Tuesday. Late Wednesday Dawson’s secretary called to
make the appoi nt nent.

“l don’t ordinarily sign for registered letters,” Dawson said sternly. “I
accepted it only because your nane was on it. After | read it | very nearly
threwit in the trash.”

Sal sbury wi nced.

“Had it been from anyone else, | would have thrown it away. But at Harvard you
were no braggart. Have you overstated your case?”
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“You' ve discovered sonmething you think is worth mllions?”

“Yes. And nore.” His nmouth was dry.

Dawson took a manila folder fromthe center desk drawer. “Creative Devel oprment
Associ ates. We bought that conpany seven years ago. You were with it when we
made the acquisition.”

“Yes, sir. Leonard.”

As if he had not noticed Sal sbury’s slip of the tongue, Dawson said, “CDA
produces conputer prograns for universities and governnent bureaus involved in
soci ol ogi cal and psychol ogi cal studies.” He didn't bother to page through the
report. He seened to have nenorized it. “CDA al so does research for governnent
and industry. It operates seven | aboratories that are exami ning the biological,
cheni cal, and bi ocheni cal causes of certain sociol ogi cal and psychol ogi ca
phenonmena. You're in charge of the Brockert Institute in Connecticut.” He
frowned. “The entire Connecticut facility is devoted to top secret work for the
Def ense Departnment.” Hi s black eyes were exception-

ally sharp and clear. “So secret, in fact, that even | couldn’t find out what
you're doing up there. Just that it's in the general field of behavior

nmodi fi cation.”

Clearing his throat nervously, Sal sbury wondered if Dawson was broadni nded
enough to grasp the value of what he was about to be told. “Are you famliar
with the term ‘sublininal perception ?”

“I't has to do with the subconscious nind.”

“That’s right—as far as it goes. I'mafraid |I’mgoing to sound rather pedantic,
but a lecture is in order.”

Dawson | eaned back as Sal sbury | eaned forward. “By all neans.”

Extracting two eight-by-ten photographs fromthe briefcase, Salsbury said, “Do
you see any difference between photo A and photo B?”

Dawson exam ned them cl osely. They were black and white studies of Salsbury’s
face. “They’'re identical.”

“On the surface, yes. They're prints of the sane photograph.”

“What's the point?”

“I"I'l explain later. Hold on to themfor now”

Dawson stared suspiciously at the pictures. Was this sone sort of gane? He
didn't |ike ganes. They were a waste of tinme. Wiile you were playing a gane, you
could just as easily be earning noney.

“The human mnd,” Sal sbury said, “has two primary nonitors for data input: the
consci ous and the subconscious.”

“My church recogni zes the subconsci ous,
wWill admit it exists.”

Unable to see the point of that, Salsbury ignored it. “These nonitors observe
and store two different sets of data. In a manner of speaking, the conscious
mnd is aware only of what happens in its direct line of sight, while the
subconsci ous has peripheral vision. These two hal ves of the mind operate

i ndependently of each other, and often in opposition to each other-"

“Only in the abnornmal nind,” Dawson sai d.

“No, no. In everyone's mnd. Yours and mnine included.”

Di sturbed that anyone should think his mnd perforned in any state other than
perfect harnmony with itself, Dawson started to speak

“For exanple,” Salsbury said quickly, “a man is sitting at a bar. A beautiful
woman takes the stool next to his. Wth conscious intent he tries to seduce her
At the same tinme, however, w thout being consciously aware of it, he may be
terrified of sexual involvement. He may be afraid of rejection, failure, or

i mpotency. Wth his conscious mnd he perfornms as society expects himto perform
in the conpany of a sexy wonman. But his subconsci ous works effectively against
his conscious. Therefore, he alienates the woman. He tal ks too | oudly and
brashly. Although he’'s ordinarily an interesting fellow, he bores her with stock
mar ket reports. He spills his drink on her. That behavior is the product of his
subconscious fear. H s outer mnd says ‘Go’ even as his inner nmind shouts
“Stop.’”

Dawson’ s expressi on was sour. He didn't appreciate the nature of the exanple.
Nevert hel ess, he said, “Go on.”

Dawson said affably. “Not all churches
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“The subconscious is the dom nant mnd. The consci ous sl eeps, but the
subconsci ous never does. The conscious has no access to the data in the
subconsci ous, but the subconscious knows everything that transpires in the
conscious mnd. The conscious is essentially nothing nore than a conputer, while
t he subconsci ous is the conputer progranmrer.

“The data stored in the different halves of the nind are collected in the sane
way: through the five known senses. But the subconscious sees, hears, snells,
tastes, and feels far nore than does the outer mnd. It apprehends everything
that passes too quickly or too subtly to inpress the conscious mnd. For our
purposes, in fact, that is the definition of ‘sublimnal’: anything that happens
too quickly or too subtly to nake an inpression on the conscious mnd. Mre than
ninety percent of the stimuli that we observe through our five senses is
sublimnal input.”

“Ni nety percent?” Dawson said. “You nean | see, feel, snell, taste, and hear ten
times nore than | think I do? An exanpl e?”

Sal sbury had one ready. “The hunan eye fixates on objects

at | east one hundred thousand tines a day. A fixation lasts froma fraction of a
second to a third of a mnute. However, if you tried to |ist the hundred

t housand things you had | ooked at today, you wouldn't be able to recall nore
than a few hundred of them The rest of those stinmuli were observed by and
stored in the subconscious—as were the additional two mllion stinmuli reported
to the brain by the other four senses.”

Closing his eyes as if to block out all of those sights he wasn't aware of

seei ng, Dawson said, “You' ve made three points.” He ticked themoff on his

mani cured fingers. “One, the subconscious is the domi nant half of the m nd. Two,
we don't know what our subconscious nminds have observed and renmenbered. W can't
recall that data at will. Three, sublimnal perception is nothing strange or
occult; it is an integral part of our lives.”

“Perhaps the major part of our lives.”

“And you’ ve di scovered a comrercial use for sublimnal perception.”

Sal sbury’s hands were shaking. He was close to the core of his proposition, and
he didn’t know whet her Dawson woul d be fascinated or outraged by it. “For two
decades, advertisers of consuner products have been able to reach the
subconsci ous mnds of potential custoners by the use of sublimnal perception
The ad agencies refer to these techni ques by several other nanes. Sublimna
reception. Threshold regul ati on. Unconsci ous perception. Subception. Are you
aware of this? Have you heard of it?”

Still enviably rel axed, Dawson said, “There were several experinents conducted
in novie theaters—fifteen—aybe twenty years ago. | renenber readi ng about them
in the newspapers.”

Sal sbury nodded rapidly. “Yes. The first was in 1957.”

“During an ordinary showi ng of some film a special nessage was superinposed on
the screen. ‘You are thirsty,’ or sonmething of that sort. It was flashed off and
on so fast that no one realized it was there. After it had been flashed—what, a
thousand tines? nearly everyone in the theater went to the | obby and bought soft
drinks.”

In those first crude experinents, which were carefully regulated by notivation
researchers, sublimnal nessages had been delivered to the audience with a
tachi st oscope, a nmachine patented by a New Ol eans conpany, Precon Process and
Equi pment Corporation, in Cctober of 1962. The tachi stoscope was a standard film
projector with a high-speed shutter. It could flash a nessage twelve tines a

m nute at of a second. The inage appeared on the screen for too short atine to
be perceived by the conscious mnd, but the subconscious was fully aware of it.
During a six-week test of the tachistoscope, forty-five thousand theater-goers
were subjected to two nmessages:

“Drink Coca-Cola” and “Hungry? Eat Popcorn.” The results of these experinents

| eft no doubt about the effectiveness of sublimnal advertisenent. Popcorn sales
rose sixty percent, and Coco-Col a sales rose nearly twenty percent.

The sublimnals apparently had influenced people to buy these products even

t hough they were not hungry or thirsty.
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“You see,” Sal sbury said, “the subconscious mind believes everything it is told.
Even though it constructs behavioral sets based on the information it receives,
and al though those sets guide the conscious mind—t can't distinguish between
truth and fal sehood! The behavior that it prograns into the conscious mnd is
of ten based on mi sconceptions.”

“But if that were correct, we’'d all behave irrationally.”

“And we all do,” Sal sbury said, “in one way or another. Don't forget, the
subconsci ous doesn’t always construct prograns based on w ong-headed ideas. Just
sonmetines. This explains why intelligent nmen, paragons of reason in nost things,
harbor at least a fewirrational attitudes.” Like your religious fanaticism he
thought. He said: “Racial and religious bigotry, for instance. Xenophobi a,

cl austrophobi a, acrophobia . . . If a man can be nmade to anal yze one of these
fears on a conscious level, he'll reject it. But the conscious resists analysis
Meanwhil e, the inner half of the mind continues to misguide the outer half.”
“These messages on the novie screen—the conscious mnd wasn’'t aware of them
therefore, it couldn't reject them”

Sal sbury sighed. “Yes. That's the essence of it. The subconsci ous saw t he
messages and caused the outer mind to act on them”

Dawson was growi ng nore interested by the mnute. “But why did the sublimnals
sell nore popcorn than soda?”

“The first message—Drink Coca-Col a’ —was a declarative sentence,” Sal sbury said,
“a direct order. Sonetinmes the subconsci ous obeys an order that’'s delivered
sublimnally—and sonetines it doesn’'t.”

“Wy is that?”

Sal sbury shrugged. “We don’t know. But you see, the second sublimnal was not
entirely a direct order. It was nore sophisticated. It began with a question
‘“Hungry?' The question was designed to cause anxiety in the subconscious. It

hel ped to generate a need. It established a ‘notivational equation.’ The need,
the anxiety, is on the left side of the equals sign. To fill the right side, to
bal ance the equation, the subconsci ous prograns the conscious to buy the
popcorn. One side cancels out the other. The buying of the popcorn cancels out
the anxiety.”

“The nmethod is sinilar to posthypnotic suggestion. But |’ve. heard that a nan
can’t be hypnotized and made to do sonething he finds norally unacceptable. In
other words, if he isn't a killer by nature, he can’'t be made to kill while
under hypnosis.”

“That’s not true,” Sal sbury said. “Anyone can be made to do anythi ng under
hypnosi s. The inner mind can be mani pulated so easily. . . For exanmple, if I
hypnoti zed you and told you to kill your wife, you wouldn’t obey ne.”

“Of course | wouldn't!” Dawson said indignantly.

“You | ove your wife.”

“l certainly do!”

“You have no reason to kill her.”

“None what soever.”

Judgi ng by Dawson’s enphatic denials, Salsbury thought the man’s subconsci ous
must be brimmng with repressed hostility toward his God-fearing, church-1oving
wife. He didn’t dare say as nuch. Dawson woul d have denied it—and m ght have
tossed himout of the office. “However, if | hypnotized you and told

you that your wife was having an affair with your best friend and that she was
plotting to kill you in order to inherit your estate, you would believe ne and—=>
“I would not. Julia would be incapable of such a thing.”

Sal sbury nodded patiently. “Your conscious mnd would reject ny story. It can

reason. But after 1'd hypnotized you, |I'd be speaking to your subconsci ous—which
can’t distinguish between lies and truth.”

“Ah. | see.”

“Your subconscious won't act on a direct order to kill because a direct order
doesn’t establish a notivational equation. But it will believe ny warning that
she intends to kill you. And so believing, it will construct a new behaviora

set based on the lies—and it will programyour conscious mnd for nurder.
Picture the equation, Leonard. On the left of the equals sign there is anxiety
generated by the ‘know edge’ that your wife intends to do away with you. On the
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right side, to balance the equation, to banish the anxiety, you need the death
of your wife. If your subconscious was convinced that she was going to kill you
in your sleep tonight, it would cause you to nurder her before you ever went to
bed.”

“Why wouldn’t | just go to the police?”

Smiling, nore sure of hinself than he had been when he entered the office,

Sal sbury said, “The hypnotist could guard against that by telling your
subconsci ous that your wife would make it | ook |like an accident, that she was so
clever the police would never prove anything against her.”

Rai si ng one hand, Dawson waved at the air as if he were shooing away fli es.
“This is all very interesting,” he said in a slightly bored tone of voice. “But
it seens acadenmic to ne.”

Ogden’ s self-confidence was fragile. He began to trenble again. “Academ c?”
“Sublimnal advertising has been outlawed. There was quite a to-do at the tine.”
“Ch, yes,” Salsbury said, relieved. “There were hundreds of newspaper and
magazi ne editorials. Newsday called it the nost alarm ng invention since the
atom ¢ bonb. The Saturday Re-

view said that the subconscious nmnd was the npst delicate apparatus in the

uni verse and that it nust never be sullied or twisted to boost the sales of
popcorn or anything else.

“In the late 1950s, when the experinents with the tachi stoscope were publicized,
nearly everyone agreed that sublimnal advertising was an invasion of privacy.
Congressnman Janmes Wi ght of Texas sponsored a bill to outlaw any device, film
phot ograph, or recording ‘designed to advertise a product or indoctrinate the
public by means of making an i npression on the subconsci ous m nd. O her
congressnmen and senators drafted legislation to deal with the nmenace, but none
of the bills got out of commttee. No | aw was passed restricting or forbidding
subl i m nal advertising.”

Dawson rai sed his eyebrows. “Do politicians use it?”

“Most of themdon’t understand the potential. And the advertising agencies woul d
just as soon keep themignorant. Every nmajor agency in the U S. has a staff of
medi a and behavioral scientists to develop sublimnals for nmagazi ne and
television ads. Virtually every consuner item produced by Futurex and its
subsidiaries is sold with sublimnal advertising.”

“I don't believe it,” Dawson said. “l would know about it.”

“Not unl ess you wanted to know and nade an effort to |learn. Thirty years ago,
when you were starting out, this sort of thing didn't exist. By the tinme it cane
into use, you were no longer closely tied to the sales end of your businesses.
You were nore concerned with stock issues, nergers—wheeling and dealing. In a
conglonerate of this size, the president can't possibly pass approval on every
ad for every product of every subsidiary.”

Leaning forward in his chair, a | ook of distaste on his handsone face, Dawson
said, “But | find it rather—epul sive.”

“If you accept the fact that a man’s mind can be programed w thout his

know edge, you're rejecting the notion that every man is at all tinmes captain of
his fate. It scares hell out of people.

“For two decades Anericans have refused to face the unpl easant truth about
sublim nal advertising. Opinion polls indicate that, of those who have heard of
subl i m nal adverti sing,

ninety percent are certain it has been outlawed. They have no facts to support
this opinion, but they don’t want to believe anything el se. Furthernore, between
fifty and seventy percent of those polled say they don't believe sublimnals
work. They are so revolted by the thought of being controlled and mani pul at ed
that they reject the possibility out of hand. Rather than educate thensel ves
about the actuality of sublimnal advertising, rather than rise up and rage
against it, they dismss it as a fantasy, as science fiction.”

Dawson shifted uneasily in his chair. Finally, he got up, went to the huge

wi ndows and stared out at Manhattan

Snow had begun to fall. There was very little light in the sky. Wnd, |ike the
voice of the city, npaned on the far side of the gl ass.
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Turni ng back to Sal shury, Dawson said, “One of our subsidiaries is an ad agency.
Whol ring and Messner. You nean every tinme they make a tel evision commercial,
they build into it a series of sublimnally flashed nessages with a

t achi st oscope?”

“The advertiser has to request sublimnals,” Salsbury said. “The service costs
extra. But to answer your question—no, the tachistoscope is out of date.

“The science of sublimnal behavior nodification devel oped so rapidly that the
tachi st oscope was obsol ete soon after it was patented. By the md-1960s, nost
sublimnals in television comrercials were inplanted with rheostatic
phot ogr aphy. Everyone has seen a rheostatic control for a lanp or overhead
light: by turning it, one can make the light dinmer or brighter. The sane
principle can be used in notion picture photography. First, the commercial is
shot and edited to sixty seconds in the conventional nmanner. This is the half of
the advertisenent that registers with the conscious mnd. Another mnute of
film containing the sublimnal nmessage, is shot with minimal light intensity,
with the rheostat turned all the way down. The resultant inage is too dimto
register with the conscious mnd. Wien it is projected on a screen, the screen
appears to be bl ank. However, the subconscious sees and absorbs it. These

two filnms are projected sinultaneously and printed on a third length of film It
is this conposite version that is used on television. Wile the audi ence watches
the conmmercial, the subconscious nmind watches—and obeys, to one degree or

anot her

—the sublimnal directive

“And that’'s only the basic technique,
nmore clever.”

Dawson paced. He wasn’'t nervous. He was just—excited.

He’ s beginning to see the value, Sal sbury thought happily.

“l see how subliminals could be hidden in a piece of filmthat's full of notion,
Iight and shadow,” Dawson said. “But nmgazi ne ads? That’'s a static nedium One
i mge, no novenent. How could a sublinminal be conceal ed on one page?”

Pointing to the photographs he had gi ven Dawson earlier, Salsbury said, “For
that picture | kept nmy face expressionless. Two copies were nade fromthe sane
negative. Copy A was printed over a vague inage of the word ‘anger.’ And B was
printed over the word “joy.’”

Conparing the photos, Dawson said, “I don't see either word.
“I"d be displeased if you did. They aren’t neant to be seen
“What was the purpose?”

“One hundred students at Col unbia were given photo A and asked to identify the
enoti on expressed by the face. Ten students had no opinion. Eight said
‘displeasure’ and eighty-two said ‘anger.’ A different group studied photo B

Ei ght expressed no opi nion. Twenty-one said ‘happi ness’ and seventy-one said
“joy."”

“l see,” Dawson said thoughtfully.

Sal sbury said, “But that's as crude as the tachi stoscope. Let ne show you sone
sophi sticated sublimnal ads.” He plucked a sheet of paper fromhis briefcase.
It was a page from Ti ne nmagazi ne. He put the page on Dawson’s blotter

“It’s an ad for Glbey's Gn,” Dawson said.

At a glance it was a sinple liquor advertisenent. A five-word headline stood at
the top of the page: BREAK OUT THE FROSTY BOTTLE. The only other copy was toward
the | ower right-hand

corner: AND KEEP YOUR TONI CS DRY! The acconpanying illustration held three
items. The nost prominent of these was a bottle of gin which glistened with

wat er droplets and frost. The cap of the bottle lay at the bottom of the page.
Besi de the bottle was a tall glass filled with ice cubes, aline slice, a

swi zzl e stick and, presumably, gin. The background was green, cool, pleasant.
The nessage intended for the conscious nmind was clear

This gin is refreshing and offers an escape from everyday cares.

‘What the page had to say to the subconscious mnd was far nore interesting.

Sal sbury expl ai ned that nost of the sublimnal content was buried beneath the
threshol d of conscious recognition, but that sone of it could be seen and

anal yzed, although only with an open mind and perseverance. The sublimnal that

Sal sbury said. “The refinenments are even
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the consci ous coul d nost easily conprehend was hidden in the ice cubes. There
were four ice cubes stacked one atop the other. The second cube fromthe top and
the linme slice fornmed a vague letter S which the conscious nmind could see when
pronpted. The third cube held a very evident letter Ein the area of |ight and
shadow that conprised the cube itself. The fourth chunk of ice contained the
subtl e but unmi stakable outline of the letter XX S-E-X

Sal sbury had cone around behi nd Dawson’s desk and had carefully traced these
three letters with his forefinger. “Do you see it?”

Scow i ng, Dawson said, “lI saw the E i mediately and the other two w thout nuch
trouble. But I'mfinding it hard to believe they were put there on purpose. It
could be an accident of shading.”

“lce cubes usually don’t photograph well,” Sal shury said. “Wen you see themin
an advertisenent, they’'ve nearly always been drawn by an artist. In fact, this
entire ad has been painted over a photograph. But there’'s nore than the word in
the ice.”

Squi nting at the page, Dawson said, “Wat el se?”

“The bottle and glass are on a reflective surface.” Salsbury circled that area
of the reflection that dealt with the bottle

and the cap. “Wthout stretching your inagination too far, can you see that the
reflection of the bottle is divided in two, form ng what mght be taken to be a
pair of legs? Do you see, also, that the reflected bottle cap resenbles a penis
thrusting out from between those | egs?”

Dawson bristled. “I can see it,” he said coldly.

Too interested in his ow lecture to notice Dawson’ s uneasi ness, Sal sbury said,
“OfF course, the nelting ice on the bottle cap could be senen. That inmage was
never nmeant to be entirely sublimnal. The conscious mnd mght recognize the
intent here. But it would not recognize the reflection in that table unless it
was guided to the recognition.” He pointed to another spot on the page. “Wuld
it be going too far to say these shadows between the reflections of the bottle
and the glass formvaginal |ips? And that this drop of water on the table is
positi oned on the shadows precisely where the clitoris would be on a vagi na?”
When he perceived the sublimnal sex organ, its |ips parted, Dawson bl ushed. “I
see it. O | think | do.”

Sal sbury reached in his briefcase. “I’ve got other exanples.” One of themwas a
t wo- page subscription solicitation that had appeared shortly before Christnmas
several years before, in Playboy. On the right-hand page, Playmate Liv

Li ndel and, a busty bl onde, knelt on a white carpet. On the | eft-hand page stood
an enornous wal nut weath. She was tying a red bowto the top of the weath.

In one test, Sal shury explained, a hundred subjects spent an hour studying two
hundred advertisenents, including this one. Wen the hour ended they were asked
to list the first ten of those itens that they could renenber. Eighty-five
percent listed the Playboy ad. In describing it, all but two subjects nentioned
the weath. Only five of themnentioned the girl. Wen questioned further, they
had trouble recalling if she was a blonde, brunette, or redhead. They renenbered
that her breasts were uncovered, but they couldn’'t say for sure whether she was
wearing a hat or was clothed fromthe wai st dowmn. (She had no hat and was nude.)
None of them had troubl e describing the

weath, for it was there that the subconsci ous had been riveted.

“Do you see why?” Sal sbury asked. “There’'s not a walnut in that ‘wal nut’ weath.
It’s conposed of objects that resenble the heads of penises and vaginal slits.”
Unabl e to speak, Dawson | eafed through the other advertisenents without asking
Sal sbury to explain them Finally he said, “Canel cigarettes, Seagram's, Sprite,
Bacardi Rum Sone of the npbst prom nent conpanies in the country are using
sublimnals to sell their products.”

“Why shouldn't they? It's legal. If the conpetition uses them what choice does
even the nost norally uplifted conpany really have? Everyone has to stay
conpetitive. In short, there are no individual villains. The whole systemis the
villain.”

Dawson returned to his executive chair, his face a book of his thoughts. One
could read there that he disliked any tal k agai nst “the systenf and that he was
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nonet hel ess shocked by what he had been shown. He was also trying to see how he
could nake a profit fromit. He operated with the conviction that God wanted him
to sit in an executive chair at the pinnacle of a billion-dollar corporation;
and he was certain that the Lord would help himto see that, although sublinina
advertising had a cheap and possibly imoral side to it, there was al so an
aspect of it that could aid himin his divine nission. As he sawit, his nission
was to pile up profits for the Lord; when he and Julia were dead, the Dawson
hol di ngs woul d belong to the church

Sal sbury returned to his seat in front of the desk. The litter of magazi ne pages
on the blotter and bare oak seened |ike a collection of pornography. He felt as
if he had been trying to titillate Dawson. Irrationally, he was enbarrassed.
“You've shown ne that a great deal of creative effort and noney goes into
sublimnal comercials and ads,” Dawson said. “Evidently, there’'s a generally
hel d theory that subconscious sexual stinulation sells goods. But does it?
Enough to be worth the expense?”

“Unquestionably! Psychol ogi cal studies have proved that npbst Americans react to
sexual stimuli with subconscious anxiety and tension. So if the sublimnal half
of a television conrercial for

XYZ soda shows a coupl e having intercourse, the viewer’s subconscious starts
bubbling with anxi ety—and that establishes a notivational equation. On the left
side of the equals sign, there's anxiety and tension. To conplete the equation
and cancel out these bad feelings, the viewer buys the product, a bottle or a
case of XYZ. The equation is finished, the blackboard wi ped clean.”

Dawson was surprised. “Then he doesn’t buy the product because he believes it
will give hima better sex life?”

“Just the opposite,” Salsbury said. “He buys it to escape fromsex. The ad fills
himwi th desire on a subconscious |evel, and by buying that product he is able
to satisfy the desire without risking rejection, inpotence, humiliation, or sone
other unsatisfactory experience with a woman. O if the viewer is a woman, she
buys the product to satisfy desire and thus avoids an unhappy affair with a man.
For both men and wonmen, the desire is well relieved if the product has an ora
aspect. Like food or soda.”

“Or cigarettes,” Dawson said. “Could that explain why so many peopl e have
trouble giving up cigarettes?”

“Nicotine is addictive,” Sal sbury said. “But there’'s no question that
sublimnals in cigarette ads reinforce the habit in nost people.”

Scratching his square chin, Dawson said, “If these are so effective, why don't |
smoke? |1’ ve seen the ads before.”

“The science hasn't been perfected yet,” Salsbury said. “If you think snoking is
a disgusting habit, if you ve decided never to snoke, sublininals can’t change
your mind. On the other hand, if you re young, just entering the cigarette

mar ket, and have no real opinions about the habit, sublimnals can influence you
to pick it up. O if you were once a heavy snoker but kicked the habit,
subl i minal s can persuade you to resunme snoking. Sublimnals also affect people
who have no strong brand preferences. For exanple, if you don't drink gin or
don't like to drink at all, sublimnals in the Glbey's ad won't nake you run
out to the liquor store. If you do drink, and if you do like gin, and if you
don’t care which brand of gin you drink, these ads could establish a brand
preference for you. They work,

Leonard. Sublinminals sell hundreds of millions of dollars’ worth of goods every
year, a substantial percentage of which the public nmight never buy if it were
not subliminally manipul ated.”

Dawson sai d, “You' ve been working on sublimninal perception up there in
Connecticut for the last ten years?”

“Yes.”

“Perfecting the science?”

“That’s correct.”

“The Pentagon sees a weapon in it?”

“Definitely. Don't you see it?”

Quietly, reverently, Dawson said, “If you' ve perfected the science . . . you're
tal ki ng about total mind control. Not just behavior nodification, but absolute,
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ironlike control.”

For a nonent neither of themcoul d speak. “Whatever you’ ve discovered,” Dawson
said, “you apparently want to keep it fromthe Defense Departnent. They ni ght
call that treason.”

“l don’t care what they call it,” Salsbury said sharply. “Wth your noney and ny
know edge, we don’t need the Defense Departnent—er anyone else. W’ re nore
powerful than all the world s governnents conbined.”

Dawson coul dn’t conceal his excitenent. “Wat is it? Wiat have you got?”

Sal sbury went to the wi ndows and watched the snow spiraling down on the city. He
felt as if he had taken hold of a live wire. A current buzzed through him
Shaking with it, alnpbst able to inagine that the snowf| akes were sparks
exploding fromhim feeling hinself to be at the vortex of a God-like power, he
tol d Dawson what he had found and what role Dawson could play in his scenario of
conquest .

Hal f an hour | ater, when Ogden fi ni shed, Dawson-who had never before been hunbl e
anywhere but in church-said, “Dear God.” He stared at Sal sbury as a devout

Cat holic m ght have gazed upon the vision at Fatina. “Ogden, the two of us are
going to—nherit the earth?” His face was suddenly split by an utterly hunorl ess
sm | e.

3

Sat urday, August 13, 1977

IN ONE OF THE THI RD- FLOOR GUEST BEDROOVS of the Edi son house, Paul Annendal e
arranged his shaving gear on top of the dresser. Fromleft to right: a can of
foam a nug containing a | ather brush, a straight razor in a plastic safety
case, a dispenser full of razor blades, a styptic pencil, a bottle of skin
conditioner, and a bottle of after-shave |otion. Those seven itens had been
arranged in such an orderly fashion that they | ooked as if they belonged in one
of those ani mated cartoons in which everyday itens cone to |ife and nmarch around
Iike soldiers

He turned fromthe dresser and went to one of the two large windows. In the

di stance the nountains rose above the valley walls, nmajestic and green, nottled
by purple shadows froma few passing clouds. The nearer ridges—decorated with
stands of pines, scattered el ms, and neadows—sl| oped gently toward the town. On
the far side of Main Street, birch trees rustled in the breeze. Men in

short-sl eeved shirts and wonen in crisp sumer dresses strolled along the
sidewal k. The veranda roof and the sign for Edison’s store were directly bel ow
t he wi ndow.

As his gaze noved back and back fromthe distant nountains, Paul becane aware of
his own reflection in the wi ndow glass. At five ten and one hundred fifty
pounds, he was neither tall nor short, heavy nor thin. In some ways he | ooked
older than thirty-eight, and in other ways he | ooked younger. H's Crinkly,

al nrost frizzy light brown hair was worn full on the

sides but not long. It was a hair style nore suited to a younger nman, but it

| ooked good on him H's eyes were so blue that they m ght have been chips of
mrrors reflecting the sky above. The expression of pain and |oss |ying beneath
the surface brightness of those eyes belonged to a nmuch older man. Hs features
were narrow, somewhat aristocratic; but a deep tan softened the sharp angl es of
his face and saved himfroma haughty | ook. He appeared to be a man who woul d
feel at ease both in an el egant drawing roomand in a waterfront bar

He was wearing a blue workshirt, blue jeans, and bl ack square-toed boots;
however, he did not seemto be casually dressed. Indeed, in spite of the jeans,
there was an air of formality about his outfit. He wore those clothes better
than nost nmen wore tuxedos. The sleeves of his shirt had been carefully pressed
and creased. Hi s opened collar stood up straight and stiff, as if it had been
starched. The silvery buckle on his belt had been carefully polished. Like his
shirt, his jeans seenmed to have been tailored. Hi s | ow heel ed boots shone al nost
|i ke patent |eather.

He had al ways been conpul sively neat. He couldn’t renenber a tine when his
friends hadn’'t kidded himabout it. As a child he had kept his toy box in better
order than his nother had kept the china closet.
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Three and a half years ago, after Annie died and left himw th the children, his
need for order and neatness had becone al nbst neurotic. On a Wdnesday
afternoon, ten nmonths after the funeral, when he caught hinself rearranging the
contents of a cabinet in his veterinary clinic for the seventh tinme in two
hours, he realized that his conpul sion for neatness could become a refuge from
life and especially fromgrief. Alone in the clinic, standing before an array of
i nstrunment s—forceps, syringes, scal pels—he cried for the first time since he

| earned Annie was dead. Under the misguided belief that he had to hide his grief
fromthe children in order to provide themw th an exanple of strength, he had
never given vent to the powerful enotions that the loss of his wife had
engendered. Now he cried, shook, and raged at the cruelty of it. He rarely used
foul |anguage, but now he strung together all the vile words and phrases

that he knew, cursing God and the universe and |life—and hinmself. After that, his
conmpul si ve neatness ceased to be a neurosis and becane, again, just another
facet of his character, which frustrated sonme people and charned ot hers

Someone knocked on the bedroom door

He turned away fromthe w ndow. “Cone in.’

Rya opened the door. “It’'s seven o' clock, Daddy. Suppertine.”

In faded red jeans and a short-sl eeved white sweater, with her dark hair falling
past her shoul ders, she | ooked startlingly |like her mother. She tilted her head
to one side, just as Annie use to do, as if trying to guess what he was

t hi nki ng.

“I's Mark ready?”

“Ch,” she said, “he was ready an hour ago. He's in the kitchen, getting in Sanis
way. ”

“Then we' d better get down there. Knowi ng Mark's appetite, 1'd say he has half
the food eaten already.”

As he cane toward her, she stepped back a pace. “You | ook absol utely marvel ous,
Daddy. ”

He smiled at her and lightly pinched her cheek. If she had been conplinmenting
Mark, she woul d have said that he | ooked “super,” but she wanted himto know
that she was judgi ng himby grown-up standards, and she had used grown-up

| anguage.

“You really think so?” he asked.

“Jenny won't be able to resist you,” she said.

He made a face at her

“It’s true,” Rya said.

“What nakes you think | care whether or not Jenny can resist nme?”

Her expression said he should stop treating her as a child. “Wen Jenny cane
down to Boston in March, you were altogether different.”

“Different from what?”

“Different fromthe way you usually are. For two whol e weeks,” she said, “when
you cane hone fromthe clinic, you didn't once grunp about sick poodl es and

Si anese cats.”

“Wel |, that’'s because the only patients | had for those two weeks were el ephants
and giraffes.”
“Ch, daddy.”

“And a pregnant kangaroo.”

Rya sat on the bed. “Are you going to ask her to marry you?”

“The kangar 0o?”

She grinned, partly at the joke and partly at the way he was trying to evade the

question. “I"'mnot sure I'd |ike a kangaroo for a nother,” she said. “But if the
baby is yours, you're going to have to marry her if you want to do the right
thing.”

“I swear it’'s not mine,” he said. “I"'mnot romantically inclined toward

kangar oos.”

“Toward Jenny?” she asked.

“Whet her or nor |'mattracted to her, the inportant question is whether Jenny
likes nme.”

“You don’t know?” Rya asked. “Well . . . I'Il find out for you.”

Teasing her, he said, “Howwill you do that?”
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“Ask her.”

“And make ne | ook Iike MIles Standish?”

“Ch, no,” she said. “I’'Il be subtle about it.” She got up fromthe bed and went
to the door. “Mark nust have eaten three-fourths of the food by now”

“Rya?”

She | ooked back at him

“Do you like Jenny?”

She grinned. “Ch, very nuch.”

For seven years, since Mark was two and Rya four, the Annendal es had been taking
their sumer vacation in the nountains above Black R ver. Paul wanted to
communi cate to his children his own | ove of wild places and wild things. During
these four- and six-week vacations, he educated themin the ways of nature so
that they might know the satisfaction of being in harnony with it. This was a

j oyous education, and they |ooked forward to each outing.

The year that Annie died, he alnost canceled the trip. At

first it had seened to himthat going w thout her would only nmake their |oss

nore evident. Rya had convinced himotherwise. “It’'s like Mommy is still in this
house,” Rya had said. “Wen | go fromone roomto another, | expect to find her
there, all pale and drawn |li ke she was near the end. If we go canping up beyond
Bl ack River, | guess naybe |I'I| expect to see her in the woods too, but at |east

I won’t expect to see her pale and drawn. When we went to Black River, she was
so pretty and healthy. And she was al ways so happy when we were out in the
forest.” Because of Rya, they took their vacation as usual that year, and it
proved to be the best thing they could have done.

The first year that he and Annie took the children to Black River, they bought
their dry goods and supplies at Edison's General Store. Mark and Rya had fallen
in love with Sam Edi son the day they net him Annie and Paul cane under his
spell nearly as quickly. By the end of their four-week vacation, they had cone
down fromthe nountain twice to have dinner at Edison’s, and when they left for
honme they had prom sed to keep in touch with an occasional letter. The foll ow ng
year, Samtold themthat they were not to go up into the nountains to set up
canp after the long tiring drive from Boston. Instead, he insisted they spend
the night at his place and get a fresh start in the norning. That first-night
stop-over had becone their yearly routine. By now Samwas |like a grandfather to
Rya and Mark. For the past two years, Paul had brought the children north to
spend Christnmas week at Edi son’s.

Paul had net Jenny Edison just |ast year. O course, Samfiad nmentioned his
daughter nany tinmes. She had gone to Colunbia and majored in nusic. In her
seni or year she married a nusician and noved to California where he was playing
in a band. But after nore than seven years, the marriage had turned sour, and
she had cone home to get her wits about her and to decide what she wanted to do
next. As proud a father as he had been, Sam had never shown pictures of her

That was not his style. On his first day in Black River |ast year, walking into
Edi son’s where she was waiting on children at the candy

count er—and catching sight of her—Paul had for a nonent been unable to get his
br eat h.

It happened that quickly between them Not |love at first sight. Something nore
fundanental than | ove. Sonething nore basic that had to cone first, before |ove
coul d devel op. Instinctively, intuitively, even though he had been certain there
could be no one after Annie, he had known that she was right for him Jenny felt
the attraction too, powerfully, imediately

—but al nost unwillingly.

If he had told all of this to Rya, she would have said, “So why aren’t you
married?” If life were only that sinple .

After dinner, while Sam and the children washed t he dishes, Paul and Jenny
retired to the den. They propped their feet up on an anti que woodcarver’s bench,
and he put his arm around her shoul der. Their conversation had been free and
easy at the table, but nowit was stilted. She was hard and angul ar under his
arm tense. Twice, he |eaned over and kissed her gently on the corner of the
mout h, but she remained stiff and cool. He decided that she was inhibited by the
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possibility that Rya or Mark or her father might walk into the roomat any
monent, and he suggested they take a drive.

“l don’t know .

He stood up. “Cone on. Some fresh night air will be good for you
Qut side, the night was chilly. As they got in the car, she said, “W al nost need
the heater.”

“Not at all,” he said. “Just snuggle up and share body heat.” He grinned at her
“Where to?”

“I know a nice quiet little bar in Bexford.”

“l thought we were staying out of public places?”

“They don’t have the flu in Bexford," she said.

“They don’t? It's only thirty niles down the road.”

She shrugged. “That’'s just one of the curiosities of this plague.
He put the car in gear and drove out into the street. “So be it. Aquiet little
bar in Bexford.”

She found an all-night Canadi an radio station playing Anerican swing nusic from
the 1940s. “No nore talk for a while,” she said. She sat close to himw th her
head agai nst hi s shoul der

The drive from Black River to Bexford was a pl easant one. The narrow bl ack-top
road rose and fell and tw sted gracefully through the lightless, |leafy
countryside. For niles at a tine, trees arched across the roadway, formng a
tunnel of cool night air. After a while, in spite of the Benny Goodman nusi c,
Paul felt that they were the only two people in the world—and that was a
surprisingly agreeabl e thought.

She was even lovelier than the nountain night, and as nysterious in her silence
as some of the deep, unsettled northern hollows through which they passed. For
such a sl ender wonan, she had great presence. She took up very little space on
the seat, and yet she seened to domi nate the car and overwhel mhim Her eyes, so
| arge and dark, were closed, yet he felt as if she were watching him Her
face—too beautiful to appear in Vogue: she would have nmade the other nodels in
the magazi ne | ook |ike horses—was in repose. Her full lips were slightly parted
as she sang softly with the nusic; and this bit of animation, this parting of
the lips had nore sensual inpact than a heavy-eyed, full-faced | eer from

El i zabeth Taylor. As she | eaned against him her dark hair fanned across his
shoul der, and her scent—l ean and soapy—+ose to him

In Bexford, he parked across the street fromthe tavern

She switched off the radi o and ki ssed himonce, quickly, as a sister mght.
“You're a nice man.”

“What did | do?”

“I didn't want to talk, and you didn't nmake ne.”

“I't wasn’t any hardship,” he said. “You and nme. . . we communicate with silence
as well as with words. Hadn't you noticed?”
She sniled. “l’ve noticed.”

“But maybe you don't put enough value on that. Not as nuch as you shoul d.”

“l put a great deal of value on it,” she said.

“Jenny, what we have is—

She put one hand on his lips. “I didn’t mean for the conversation to take such a
serious turn,” she said.

“But | think we should talk seriously. W' re |ong overdue for that.”

“No,” she said. “l don’t want to talk about us, not seriously. And because
you're such a nice nan, you're going to do what | want.” She ki ssed hi magain,
opened her door, and got out of the car

The tavern was a warm cozy place. There was a rustic bar along the |eft-hand
wal | , about fifteen tables in the center of the room and a row of maroon

| eat herette booths along the right wall. The shel ves behind the bar were |it
with soft blue bul bs. Each of the tables in the center of the roomheld a tal
candle in a red glass lantern, and an inmitation stained-glass Tiffany [anp hung
over each of the booths. The jukebox was playing a soul ful country ballad by
Charlie Rich. The bartender, a heavyset man with a wal rus nustache, joked
continuously with the custoners. Wthout trying for it, wi thout being aware of
it, he sounded like W C. Fields. There were four nmen at the bar, half a dozen
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couples at the tables, and other couples in the booths. The |ast booth was open,
and they took it.

When they had ordered and received their drinks froma perky red-headed

wai t ress—Scotch for himand a dry vodka martini for her—Paul said, “Wy don't
you cone up and spend a few days with us at canp? W have an extra sl eeping
bag.”

“I"d like that,” she said.

“When?”

“Maybe next week.”

“I1"1'l tell the kids. Once they're expecting you, you won't be able to back out
of it.”

She | aughed. “Those two are sonething el se,” she said.

“How true.”

“Do you know what Rya said to ne when she was hel ping me pour the coffee after
di nner?” Jenny took a sip of her drink. “She asked if | had divorced ny first
husband because he was a | ousy |over.”

“Ch, no! She didn't really.”

“Ch, yes, she did.”

“l know that girl’s only eleven. But sonetines | wonder..

“Rei ncarnation?” Jenny asked.

“Maybe that’s it. She's only eleven years old in this Iife, but naybe she |ived
to be seventy in another life. What did you say to her when she asked?”

Jenny shook her head as if she were amazed at her gullibility. Her black hair
swung away from her face. “Well, when she saw that | was about to tell her it
was none of her business whether or not ny first husband was a | ousy | over, she
told ne | nmustn't be cross with her. She said she wasn’'t just being nosy. She
said she was just a growing girl, a bit mture for her age, who had a perfectly
under st andabl e curiosity about adults, |ove and marriage. Then she really began
to con ne.”

Paul grimaced. “I can tell you the line she used: Poor little orphan girl.
Confused by her own pubescence. Bew | dered by a new set of enptions and body
chem stry.”

“So she’s used it on you.”

“Many tines.”

“And you fell for it?”

“Everyone falls for it.”

“l sure did. | felt so sorry for her. She had a hundred questions—=

“All of themintimate,” Paul said.

“—and | answered all of them And then | found out the whol e conversation was
meant to lead up to one line. After she had | earned nore about my husband than
she could ever want to know, she told ne that she and her nother had had | ong
tal ks a year or so before Annie died, and that her nother told her you were just
a fantastic |over.”

Paul groaned.

“l said to her, ‘Rya, | believe you're trying to sell your father to ne.’ She
got indignant and said that was a terrible thing to think. | said, ‘Wll, |
can’t believe that your nother ever said anything of the sort to you. How old
woul d you have been then? Six? And she said, ‘Six, that’s right. But even when
I was six, | was very mature for ny age.’”

\ Vhen he was done | aughi ng, Paul said, “Well, you can't

bl anme her. She’s only playing the mat chmaker because she |ikes you. So does
Mark.” He | eaned toward her and | owered his voice slightly. “So do I|.”

She | ooked down at her drink. “Read any good books |lately?” He stirred his

Scotch and sighed. “Since |I'’msuch a nice man, |’ m supposed to |l et you change
the subject that easily.”
“That’s right.”

Jenny Lei gh Edi son distrusted romance and feared marri age. Her ex-husband, whose
nane she had gl adly surrendered, was one of those nen who despi se education
wor k, and sacrifice, but who nonethel ess think they deserve fame and fortune.
Because, year after year, he achi eved neither goal, he needed sone excuse for
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failure. She nmade a good one. He said he hadn't been able to put together a
successful band because of her. He hadn’'t been able to get a recording contract
with a maj or conpany because of her. She was hol di ng hi m back, he said. She was
getting in his way, he said. After seven years of supporting him by playing
cockt ai |l -bar piano, she suggested that they would both be happier if the

marri age were dissolved. At first, he accused her of deserting him and then he

threatened to kill her if she left. She divorced him “Love and ronance aren't
enough to nmake a narriage work,” she had once told Paul. “You need sonething
el se. Maybe it’'s respect. Until | do know what it is, I'min no hurry to get

back to the altar.”

Li ke the nice man that he was, he had changed the subject at her request. They
were tal king about nusic when Bob and Emma Thorp came over to the booth and said
hel | o.

Bob Thorp was chief of the four-man police force in Black River. Odinarily, a
town so small woul d have boasted no nore than a single constable. But in Black
Ri ver, nore than a constable was needed to nmi ntain order when the | oggi ng canp
men came into town for sone relaxation; therefore, Big Union Supply Conpany paid
for the four-man force. Bob was a six-foot-two, two-hundred-pound ex-MP with
martial arts training. Wth his square face, deep-set eyes, and | ow forehead, he
| ooked bot h dangerous and dimwi tted. He coul d be dangerous, but he was not
stupid. He wote an anusing colum for Black River’'s weekly newspaper, and the
qual ity of thought and | anguage in those pieces would have been a credit to any
big city newspaper's editorial page. This conbination of brute strength and
unexpected intelligence made Bob a match even for |unmbermen nmuch bi gger than he
was.

At thirty-five Emma Thorp was still the prettiest woman in Black River. She was
a green-eyed blonde with a spectacul ar figure, a conbination of beauty and sex
appeal that had gotten her into the finals of the Mss U S. A Contest ten years
ago. That achi evenent nade her Black River’s only genuine celebrity. Her son,
Jereny, was the sanme age as Mark. Jereny stayed at the Annendal e canp for a few
days every year. Mark valued him as a playmate—but val ued hi m nore because his
mot her was Emma. Mark was deeply in puppy | ove with Emma and nooned around her
every chance he got.

“Are you here on vacation?” Bob asked.

“Just got in this afternoon.”

Jenny said, “W’'d ask you to sit down, but Paul’s trying to keep an armis |length
fromeveryone who has the flu. If he picked it up, he’'d just pass it on to the
kids.”

“I't’s nothing serious,” Bob said. “Not the flu, really. Just night chills.”
“Maybe you can live with them” Emma said. “But | think they' re pretty serious.

I haven’t had a good sleep all week. They aren’'t just night chills. | tried to
take a nap this afternoon, and | woke up shaking and sweating.”

Paul said, “You both | ook very good.”

“I tell you,” Bob said, “it’s nothing serious. N ght chills. My grandnother used
to conplain of them”

“Your grandnother conpl ai ned of everything,” Emma said. “N ght chills,

rheumati z, the ague, hot flashes

Paul hesitated, smiled, and said, “Ch hell, sit down. Let me buy you a drink.”

d ancing at his watch, Bob said, “Thanks, but we really can’t. They have a poker
game in the back room here every Saturday night. Ema and | usually play.
They' re expecting us.”

“You play, Emma?” Jenny asked.

“Better than Bob does,” Emm said. “Last time, he lost fifteen dollars, and

won thirty-two.”

Bob grinned at his wife and said, “Tell the truth now It’s not so nuch skill.
It’s just that when you're playing, nost of the nmen don't spend enough tine

| ooking at their cards.”

Emma touched the | ow cut neckline of her sweater. “Well, bluffing is an

i mportant part of good poker playing. If the damm fools can be bluffed by sone
cl eavage, then they just don't play as well as | do.”

On the way hone, ten niles out of Bexford, Paul started to turn off the bl acktop
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road onto a scenic overlook that was a favorite | overs’ | ane.
“Pl ease, don’t stop,” Jenny said.

“Way not ?”

“1 want you.”

He put the car in park, half on the road, half off. “And that’s a reason not to
stop?”

She avoided |ooking at him “I want you, but you aren’t the kind of man that can
be satisfied with just the sex. You want sonething nore fromnme. It’'s got to be
a deeper commtnment with you—tove, enmption, caring. |'mnot up to that part of

it.”

Cupping her chin in his hand, he gently turned her face to him “Wen you were
down to Boston in March, you were very changeable. One nonent you thought we
could nmake it together, and the next nonent you thought we couldn’'t. But then,
the | ast few days, just before you went hone, you seened to have made up your
m nd. You said that we were right for each other, that you just needed a little
nmore tine.” He had proposed to her last Christmas. Ever since, in bed and out,
he had been trying to convince her that they were two hal ves of an organi sm
that neither of them could be whole without the other. In March, he thought he
had made some headway. “Now,” he said, “you’ ve changed your nmind again.”

She took his hand from her chin, and kissed the palm “l’ve got to be sure.”
“I"'mnot |ike your husband,” he said.

“l know you’'re not. You're a—=>

“Very nice man?” he asked.

“I need nore time.”

“How much nore?”

“l don’t know.”

He studi ed her for a nonent, then put the car in gear and drove back onto the
bl ackt op. He switched on the radio.

A few mnutes |ater she said, “Are you angry?”

“No. Just di sappointed.”

“You're too positive about us,” she said. “You should be nore careful. You
shoul d have sone doubts like |I do.”

“l have no doubts,” he said. “We're right for each other.”

“But you should have doubts,” she said. “For instance, doesn't it seemodd to
you that |1’ msuch a physical match for your first wife, for Annie? She was the
sanme build as | am the sane size. She had the same color hair, the same eyes
I’"ve seen those photographs of her.”

He was a little upset by that. “Do you think 1've fallen for you only because
you renmi nd ne of her?”

“You |l oved her a great deal.”

“That has nothing to do with us. | just |ike sexy, dark wonen.” He sml ed,
trying to make a joke of it—both to convince her and to stop hinself from
wondering if she was at |east partly right.

She said, “Maybe.”

“Damit, there’s no maybe about it. | |ove you because you're you, not because
you're |like anyone else.”

They rode in silence.

The eyes of several deer glittered in the brush at the side of the road. Wen
the car passed, the herd noved. Paul caught a glinpse of themin the rearview
mrror—graceful, ghostly figures—as they crossed the pavenent.

At last Jenny said, “You' re so sure we're neant for each other. Maybe we
are—dnder the right circunstances. But Paul, all W’ ve ever shared is good
times. W' ve never known adversity together. W' ve never shared a painfu
experience. Marriage is

full of big and little crises. My husband and | were fairly good together too,
until the crises came. Then we were at each other’s throats. | just can't

I won’t ganble ny future on a relationship that has never been tested with hard
times.”

“Should | start praying for sickness, financial ruin, and bad | uck?”

She sighed and | eaned against him “You make nme sound foolish.”
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“l don’t mean to.”

“I know.”

Back in Black River, they shared one kiss and went to separate roons to lie
awake nost of the night.

4

Twenty-ei ght Months Earlier

Sat urday, April 12, 1975

THE HELI COPTER-A PLUSH, | uxuriously appointed Bell JetRanger Tl —ehopped up the
dry Nevada air and flung it down at the Las Vegas Strip. The pilot gingerly
approached the | anding pad on the roof of the Fortunata Hotel, hovered over the
red target circle for a noment, then put down with consummate skill.

As the rotors stopped churning overhead, Ogden Sal sbury slid open his door and
stepped out onto the hotel roof. For a few seconds he was disoriented. The cabin
of the Jet Ranger had been air-conditioned. Qut here, the air was |ike a parching
gust froma furnace. A Frank Sinatra al bum was playing on a stereo, blasting
forth from speakers nounted on six-foot-high poles. Sunlight reflected fromthe
rippling water in the roof-top pool, and Sal shury was partially blinded in spite
of his sungl asses. Sonmehow, he had expected the roof to bobble and sway under
himas the helicopter had done; and when it did not, he staggered slightly.

The swi mm ng pool and the gl ass-walled recreation roombeside it were adjuncts
of the enornous thirtieth-floor presidential suite of the Fortunata Hotel. This
afternoon there were only two people using it: a pair of voluptuous young womren
in skinmpy white string bikinis. They were sitting on the edge of the pool, near
the deep end, dangling their legs in the water.

A squat, powerfully built man in gray slacks and a short-sleeved white silk
shirt: was hunkered down beside them talking to them Al three had the perfect
nonchal ance that, Ogden thought, came only with power or noney. They appeared
not even to have noticed the arrival of the helicopter.

Sal sbury crossed the roof to them “General Klinger?”

The squat man | ooked up at him

The girls didn't seemto know that he existed. The bl onde had begun to | at her
the brunette with tanning lotion. Her hands lingered on the other girl’s cal ves
and knees, then inched lovingly along her taut brown thighs. Coviously, they
were nmore than just good friends.

“My nane’s Sal sbury.”

Klinger stood up. He didn't offer to shake hands. “l’ve got one suitcase. Be
with you in a mnute.” He wal ked back toward the glass-walled recreati on room
Sal sbury stared at the girls. They had the | ongest, |oveliest |egs he had ever
seen. He cleared his throat and said, “I’'Il bet you' re in show business.”
Nei t her of them | ooked at him The bl onde squeezed lotion into her |left hand and
massaged the swelling tops of the brunette's |large breasts. Her fingers trailed
under the bikini bra, flicked across the hi dden ni ppl es.

Sal sbury felt like a fool—-as he always had around beautiful wonen. He was
certain that they were making fun of him You stinking bitches! he thought
viciously. Sone day |I'Il have any of you | want. Some day I'll tell you what |
want, and you’'ll do it, and you'll love it because I'lIl tell you to love it.

Kl i nger returned, carrying one |arge suitcase. He had put on a

t wo- hundr ed-dol | ar, bl ue-and-gray-plaid sport coat.

Looks like a gorilla dressed up for a circus act, Sal sbury thought.

In the passengers’ conpartnent of the helicopter, as they lifted away fromthe
roof, Klinger pressed his face to the wi ndow and watched the girls dwindle into
sexl ess specks. Then he sighed and sat back and said, “Your boss knows how to
arrange a man’s vacation.”

Sal sbury blinked in confusion. “My boss?”

G ancing at him Klinger said, “Dawson.” He took a packet of cheroots from an

i nside coat pocket. He fished one out and lit it for himself w thout offering
one to Sal sbury. “What did you think of Crystal and Daisy?”

Sal sbury took off his sungl asses. “What?”

“Crystal and Daisy. The girls at the pool.”

“Nice. Very nice.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Koontz,%20Dean%20-%20Night%20Chills.txt (24 of 154) [1/17/03 3:09:10 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/K oontz,%20D ean%20-%20Night%20Chill s.txt

Pausing for a long drag of his cheroot, Klinger blew out snoke and said, “You

woul dn’t believe what those girls can do.”

“l thought they were dancers,” Sal sbury said.

Kl'i nger | ooked at himdisbelievingly, and then threw back his head and | aughed.

“Ch, they are! They dance their little asses off every night in the Fortunata's

mai n showoom But they've also been performng in the penthouse suite. And |et

me tell you, dancing is the |east of their talents.”

Sal sbury was perspiring even though the cabin of the Jet-Ranger was cool. Wnen
He feared themand wanted t hem desperately. To Dawson, nind control neant

unlimted wealth, a financial stranglehold on the entire world. To Klinger it

m ght mean unrestricted power, the satisfaction of unquestioned command. But to

Sal sbury, it meant having sex as often as he wanted it, in as nany ways as he

wanted it, with any woman he desi red.

Bl owi ng snmoke at the cabin ceiling, Klinger said, “I'll bet you'd |ike having

those two in your bed, shoving it in them one after the other. Wuld you |ike

t hat ?”

“Who woul dn’ t ?”

“They’re hard on a man,” Klinger said, chuckling. “Takes a man with real stanina

to keep them happy. You think you could handl e both Crystal and Dai sy?”

“l could give it a good try.”

Kl'i nger | aughed |oudly.

Sal sbury hated himfor that.

Thi s crude bastard was not hing nore than an influence peddl er, Ogden thought. He

coul d be bought—and his price was cheap. In one way or another, he hel ped

Futurex Internationa

inits conpetitive bidding for Pentagon contracts. In return, he took free

vacations in Las Vegas, and some sort of stipend was paid into a Swi ss bank

account. There was only one elenent of this arrangenent that Sal shury was unabl e

to reconcile with Leonard Dawson’s personal philosophy. He said to Klinger

“Does Leonard pay for the girls too?”

“Well, | don't. I've never had to pay for it.” He stared hard at Sal sbury, unti

he was convinced that the scientist believed him “The hotel picks up the tab

That's one of Futurex’'s subsidiaries. But both Leonard and | pretend he doesn’t

know about the girls. Wenever he asks me how | enjoyed a vacation, he acts as

if all I"ve done is sit around the pool, by nyself, reading the | atest books.”

He was anused. He sucked on his cheroot. “Leonard is a Puritan, but he knows

better than to et his personal feelings interfere with business.” He shook his

head. “Your boss is some man.”

“He’s not ny boss,” Sal sbury said.

Klinger didn't seemto have heard him

“Leonard and | are partners,” Sal sbury said. Klinger |ooked himup and down.

“Partners.” “That’'s right.”

Their eyes net.

Rel uctantly, after a few seconds, Sal sbury | ooked away.

“Partners,” Klinger said. He didn't believe it.

We are partners, Sal sbury thought. Dawson nay own this helicopter, the Fortunata

Hotel, Crystal, Daisy, and you. But he doesn’t own ne, and he never will. Never

At the Las Vegas airport, the helicopter put down thirty yards froma dazzling,

white Gumman Qulf Streamjet. Red letters on the fusel age spel |l ed FUTUREX

| NTERNATI ONAL.

Fifteen minutes later they were airborne, on their way to an excl usive | anding

strip near Lake Tahoe.

Kl i nger unbuckl ed his seat belt and said, “lI understand you're to give ne a

briefing.”

“That’s right. We've got two hours for it

“Have you ever heard of sublimnal =

“Before we get going, |I'd like a Scotch on the rocks.”

“l believe there’s a bar aboard.” “Fine. Just fine.”

“I't’s back there.” Sal sbury gestured over his shoul der

Kl'inger said, “Make m ne four ounces of Scotch and four ice cubes in an

ei ght - ounce gl ass.”

He put his briefcase on his |ap.
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At first Sal sbury gazed at hi munconprehendi ngly. Then he got it: generals
didn't mx their ow drinks. Don't let himintimdate you, he thought. Against
his will, however, he found hinself getting up and noving toward the back of the
plane. It was as if he were not in control of his body. When he returned with
the drink, Klinger didn't even thank him

“You say you're one of Leonard's partners?”

Sal sbury realized that, by acting nore like a waiter than like a host, he had
only reinforced the general’s conviction that the word “partner” did not fit

him The bastard had been testing him

He began to wonder if Dawson and Klinger were too much for him Was he a bantam
inaring with heavywei ghts? He m ght be setting hinself up for a knockout

punch.

He quickly dism ssed that thought. Wthout Dawson and the general, he could not
keep his discoveries fromthe governnent, which had financed them and owned them
and woul d be jealous of themif it knew that they existed. He had no choice but
to associate with these people; and he knew he woul d have to be cauti ous,

suspi cious, and watchful. But a man could safely nmake his bed with the devil so
Il ong as he slept with a | oaded gun under his pillow.

Coul dn’t he?

Pi ne House, the twenty-five-room Dawson nmansi on that overl| ooked Lake Tahoe,
Nevada, had won two design awards for its architect and been featured i n House
Beautiful. It stood at the water’'s edge on a five-acre estate, with a backdrop
of nmore than one hundred towering pine trees; and it seened to rise naturally
fromthe | andscape rather than intrude upon it, even though its lines were quite
nmodern. The first level was large, circular, of stone and w thout w ndows. The
second story-a

circle the sanme size as but not concentric to the first | evel —was a step up
fromthe ground fl oor. Lakeside, at the back of the house, the second story
overhung the first, sheltering a small boat dock; and here there was a

twel ve-foot-1ong wi ndow t hat provided a magnificent view of the water and the

di stant pine-covered slopes. The done-shaped, black slate roof was crowned with
a sl ender, needlelike eight-foot spire.

When he first saw the place, Sal shury thought that it was a cousin to those
futuristic churches that had been rising in wealthy and progressive parishes
over the last ten or fifteen years. Wthout a thought for tact, he had said as
much—and Leonard had taken the comment as a conplinent. Having been

refam liarized with his host’s eccentricities during their weekly neetings over
the past three nonths, Ogden was fairly certain that the house was supposed to
resenble a church, that Dawson neant for it to be a tenple, a holy nonunent to
weal th and power.

Pi ne House had cost nearly as much as a church: one and a half mllion dollars,
including the price of the land. Nevertheless, it was only one of five houses
and three large apartnments that Dawson and his wife maintained in the United
States, Jamai ca, Engl and, and Europe.

After dinner the three men reclined in easy chairs in the living room a few
feet fromthe picture window. Tahoe, one of the highest and deepest |akes in the
world, shimered with Iight and shadow as the last rays of the sun, already gone
behi nd the nountains, drained fromthe sky. In the norning the water had a
clear, greenish cast. By afternoon it was a pure, crystalline blue. Now, soon to
be as black as a vast spill of oil, it was |like purple velvet folded softly

agai nst the shoreline. For five or ten minutes they enjoyed the view, speaking
only to remark on the neal they had just finished and on the brandy they were

si ppi ng.

At | ast Dawson turned to the general and said, “Ernst, what do you think of
subl i m nal adverti sing?”

The general had anticipated this abrupt shift fromrel axation to business.
“Fascinating stuff.”

“You have no doubts?”

“That it exists? None whatsoever. Your man here has the

proof. But he didn't explain what sublimnal advertising has to do with ne.”
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Si ppi ng brandy, savoring it, Dawson nodded toward Sal sbury. Putting down his own
drink, angry with Klinger for referring to himas Dawson’s man and angry with
Dawson for not correcting the general, rem nding hinself not to address Klinger
by his mlitary title, Ogden said, “Ernst, we never net until this norning. |’ ve
never told you where | work—but |’ msure you know.”

“The Brockert Institute,” Klinger said w thout hesitation

General Ernst Klinger supervised a division of the Pentagon’s vitally inportant
Department of Security for Weapons Research. Hs authority within the departnent
extended to the states of Chio, West Virginia, Virginia, Maryland, Del aware,
Pennsyl vani a, New Jersey, New York, Connecticut, Massachusetts, Rhode Island,
Ver nont, New Hanpshire, and Maine. It was his responsibility to choose, oversee
the installation of, and regularly inspect the traditional and el ectronic
systens that protected all |aboratories, factories, and test sites where weapons
research was conducted within those fourteen states. Several |aboratories

bel onging to Creative Devel opnment Associ ates, including the Brockert facility in
Connecticut, cane under his jurisdiction; and Sal sbury woul d have been surprised
if the general had not known the nane of the scientist in charge of the work at
Brockert.

“Do you know what sort of research we’'re conducting up there?” Sal sbury asked.

“I"'mresponsible for the security, not the research,” Klinger said. “I only know
what | need to know. Like the backgrounds of the people who work there, the
| ayout of the buildings, and the nature of the surrounding countryside. | don't

need to know about your work.”
“I't has to do with subliminals.”
Stiffening as if he had sensed stealthy nmovement behind him Sone of the

brandy-inspired col or seeping fromhis face, Klinger said, “l believe you ve
signed a secrecy pledge |like everyone el se at Brockert.”
“Yes, | have.”

“You just now violated it.”

“I am aware of that.”

“Are you aware of the penalty?” “Yes. But |'Il never suffer it.”

“You're sure of yourself, aren’t you?”

“Damed sure,” Sal sbury said.

“I't nmakes no difference, you know, that |I'ma general in the United States Arny
or that Leonard is a loyal and trusted citizen. You ve still broken the pledge.
Maybe they can’'t put you away for treason when you' ve only talked to the |ikes
of us—but they can at |east give you eighteen nonths for decl assifying

i nformati on wi thout the authority to do so.”

Sal sbury gl anced at Dawson.

Leaning forward in his chair, Dawson patted the general’'s knee. “Let Ogden
finish.”

Klinger said, “This could be a setup.”

“A what ?”

“A setup. Atrap.”

“To get you?” Dawson asked.

“Coul d be.”

“Wy would | want to set you up?’ Dawson asked. He seenmed genuinely hurt by the
suggesti on.

In spite of the fact, Sal sbury thought, that he has probably set up and
destroyed hundreds of nen over the last thirty years.

Kl i nger seenmed to be thinking the sane thing, although he shrugged and pretended
that he had no answer to Dawson’ s question

“That’s not the way | operate,” Dawson said, either unable or unwilling to
conceal his bruised pride. “You know ne better than that. My whol e career, ny
whole life, is based on Christian principles.”

“l don’t know anyone well enough to risk a charge of treason,
gruffly.

Fei gni ng exasperati on—+t was a bit too obvious to be real —Dawson said, “dd
friend, we’'ve nmade a great deal of noney together. But all of it anpunts to
pocket change when conpared to the noney we can nake if we cooperate with Ogden
There is literally unlinmted wealth here—for all of us.” He watched the genera

the general said
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for a nonent, and when he could get no reaction he said, “Ernst, | have never
m sl ed you. Never. Not once.”

Unconvi nced, Klinger said, “All you ever did before was pay ne for advice—=
“For your influence.”

“For ny advice,” Klinger insisted. “And even if | did sell ny influence—which I
didn"t—that’s a long way fromtreason.”

They stared at each ot her

Sal sbury felt as if he were not in the roomwith them as if he were watching
them fromthe eyepiece of a mle-long tel escope.

Wth less of an edge to his voice than there had been a m nute ago, Klinger

finally said, “Leonard, | suppose you realize that | could be setting you up.”
“Of course.”
“l could agree to hear your man out, listen to everything he has to say-enly to

get evidence against you and him”

“String us along.”

“G ve you enough rope to hang yourselves,” Klinger said. “I only warn you
because you're a friend. |I like you. | don't want to see you in trouble.”

Dawson settled back in his chair. “Wll, I've an offer to nmake you, and | need
your cooperation. So I'll just have to take that risk, won't 1?”

“That’s your choice.”

Smiling, apparently pleased with the general, Dawson raised his brandy gl ass and
silently proposed a toast.

Ginning broadly, Klinger raised his own gl ass.

What in the hell is going on here? Sal sbury wonder ed.

When he had sniffed and sipped his brandy, Dawson | ooked at Sal sbury for the
first tinme in several mnutes and said, “You nay proceed, COgden.”

Suddenl y, Sal sbury grasped the underlying purpose of the conversation to which
he had just listened. In the unlikely event that Dawson actually was setting a
trap for an old friend,

on the off chance that the neeting was being taped, Klinger had deftly provided
hinself with at | east some protection agai nst successful prosecution. He was now
on record as having warned Dawson about the consequences of his actions. In
court or before a mlitary review board, the general could argue that he had
only been playing along with themin order to collect evidence agai nst them and
even if no one believed him he nore than likely would manage to retain both his
freedom and his rank.

Qgden got up, leaving his brandy glass behind him went to the w ndow and stood
with his back to the darkening |l ake. He was too nervous to sit still while he
tal ked. Indeed, for a few seconds he was too nervous to speak at all

Like a pair of lizards perched half in warmsunlight and half in chilly shadows,
waiting for the |ight bal ance to change enough to warrant novenent, Dawson and
Kl i nger watched him They were sitting in identical high-backed bl ack | eather
easy chairs with burnished silvery buttons and studs. A snmall round cockt ai
table with a dark oak top stood between them The only light in the richly

furni shed roomcanme fromtwo floor |anps that flanked the fireplace, twenty feet
away. The right side of each man’s face was softened and sonewhat conceal ed by
shadows, while the left side was starkly detail ed by anber Iight; and their eyes
bl i nked with saurian patience.

Whet her or not the scheme was a success, Sal sbury thought, both Dawson and

Kl i nger woul d come through it unscathed. They both wore effective arnor: Dawson
his wealth; Klinger his ruthlessness, cleverness, and experience.

However, Sal sbury didn't possess any arnor of his own. He hadn’t even
real i zed—as Klinger had when he protected hinself with that spiel about secrecy
pl edges and treason—that he might need it. He had assuned that his discovery
woul d generate enough noney and power to satisfy all three of them but he had
just begun to understand that greed could not be sated as easily as a hearty
appetite or a demanding thirst. If he had any defensive weapon at all, it was
his intelligence, his lightning quick mnd; but his intellect had been directed
for so long into

narrow channel s of specialized scientific inquiry that it now served himfar
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less well in the conmon matters of life than it did in the [ aboratory.

Be cautious, suspicious, and watchful, he rem nded hinself for the second tine
that day. Wth nen as aggressive as these, caution was a damed thin arnor, but
it was the only one he had.

He said, “For ten years the Brockert Institute has been fully devoted to a

Pent agon study of sublimnal advertising. W haven't been interested in the
technical, theoretical, or sociological aspects of it; that work is being done
el sewhere. W' ve been concerned solely with the biol ogi cal nechani sns of
sublimnal perception. Fromthe start we have been trying to develop a drug that
will “prime’ the brain for subception, a drug that will nmake a nan obey wi t hout
question every sublimnal directive that's given to him” Scientists at another
CDA | aboratory in northern California were trying to engineer a viral or
bacterial agent for the same purpose. But they were on the wong track. He knew
that for a fact because he was on the right one. “Currently, it's possible to
use sublimnals to influence people who have no unshakabl e opi ni ons about a
particul ar subject or product. But the Pentagon wants to be able to use
subl i mi nal nessages to alter the fundanmental attitudes of people who do have
very strong, stubbornly held opinions.”

“Mnd control,” Klinger said matter-of-factly.

Dawson t ook another sip fromhis brandy gl ass.

“I'f such a drug can be synthesized,” Salsbury said, “it will change the course
of history. That’'s no exaggeration. For one thing, there will never again be
war, not in the traditional sense. W will sinply contam nate our enemi es’ water
supplies with the drug, then inundate them through their own. nedi a—tel evision,
radi o, notion pictures, newspapers, and nmagazi nes—with a continuing series of
carefully structured sublimnals that will convince themto see things our way.
Gradual Iy, subtly, we can transformour enemes into our allies—and | et them
think that the transformation was their own idea.”

They were silent for perhaps a minute, thinking about it.

Klinger lit a cheroot. Then he said, “There would al so be a nunber of donestic
uses for a drug like that.”

“Cf course,” Sal sbury said.

“At long last,” Dawson said alnpst wistfully, “we could achieve national unity,
put an end to all the bickering and protest and di sagreenent that’'s hol di ng back
this great country.”

Qgden turned away fromthem and stared through the wi ndow. N ght had fully
clained the | ake. He could hear the water |apping at the boat dock pilings a few
feet below him just beyond the glass. He |istened and allowed the rhythnic
sound to calmhim He was certain now that Klinger would cooperate, and he saw
the incredible future that lay before him and he was so excited by the vision
that he did not trust hinself to speak

To his back Klinger said, “You're primarily the director of research at
Brockert. But apparently you're not just a desk man.”

“There are certain lines of study |’'ve reserved for nyself,” Sal sbury adnitted.
“And you’ ve discovered a drug that works, a drug that prinmes the brain for
subception.”

“Three nonths ago,” Ogden said to the gl ass.

“Who knows about it?”

“The three of us.”

“No one at Brockert?”

“No one.”

“Even if you have, as you say, reserved sone |lines of study for yourself, you
must have a | ab assistant.”

“He’s not all that bright,” Salsbury said. “That’s why | chose him Six years
ago.”

Kl i nger said, “You were thinking about taking the discovery for yourself al

that [ ong ago?”

“Yes.”

“You' ve doctored your daily work record? The forns that go to Washington at the
end of every week?”

“I only had to falsify themfor a few days. As soon as | saw
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what | had cone upon, | stopped working on it at once and changed the entire
direction of ny research.”

“And your assistant didn't figure the switch?”

“He thought 1'd given up on that avenue of research and was ready to try
another. | told you, he's not terribly clever.”

Dawson said, “QOgden hasn't perfected this drug of his, Ernst. There's still a
great deal of work to be done.”

“How nmuch wor k?” the general asked.

Turning fromthe wi ndow, Sal sbury said, “lI’mnot absolutely certain. Perhaps as
little as six nmonths—er as nmuch as a year and a half.”

“He can't work on it at Brockert,” Dawson said. “He couldn’t possibly get away
with falsifying his records for such a length of tinme. Therefore, |I'mputting
together a conpletely equi pped | aboratory for himin ny house in G eenw ch,
forty mnutes fromthe Brockert Institute.”

Rai sing his eyebrows, Klinger said, “You ve got a house so big you can turn it
into a | ab?”

“QOgden doesn’'t need a great deal of room really. A thousand square feet. Eleven
hundred at the outside. And nost of that will be taken up with conputers.

Hi deousl y expensive conputers, | mght add. |’ m backing Ogden with nearly two
mllion of my own noney, Ernst. That’'s an indication of the trenendous faith
have in him”

“You really think he can develop, test, and perfect this drug in a jerry-built

| ab?”

“Two mllion is hardly jerry-built,” Dawson said. “And don’t forget that
billions of dollars’ worth of prelimnary research has already been paid for by
the government. I'mfinancing just the final stage.”

“How can you possibly maintain secrecy?”

“There are thousands of uses for the conputer system W won't be incrimnating
ourselves just by purchasing it. Furthernore, we’'ll arrange for it through one
of Futurex's subsidiaries. There won't be any record that it was sold to us.
There won’t be any questions asked,” Dawson sai d.

“You' || need | ab technicians, assistants, clerks—=

“No,” Dawson said. “So |ong as Ogden has the conputer—and a conplete data file
of his past research—he can handl e everything hinself. For ten years he's had a
full lab staff to do the drudgery; but nost of that kind of work is behind him
now. ,’

“If he quits at Brockert,” Klinger said, “there will be an exhaustive security
investigation. They' |l want to know why he quit—and they' Il find out.”

They were tal king about Sal sbury as if he were sonmewhere el se and unable to hear
them and he didn't like that. He noved away fromthe w ndow, took two steps
toward the general and said, “I’mnot |eaving ny position at Brockert. 11|
report for work as usual, five days a week, fromnine to four. Wile I'mthere
1"l labor diligently on a usel ess research project.”

“When will you find tine to work at this |ab Leonard’ s setting up for you?”

“In the evenings,” Salshury said. “And on weekends. Besides that, |'ve

accunul ated a | ot of sick |eave and vacation time. 1'Il take nost of it—but |'1II
spread it out evenly over the next year or so.”

Kl i nger stood up and went to the el egant copper and gl ass bar cart that a
servant had left a few feet fromthe easy chairs. His thick and hairy arns nmade
the crystal decanters | ook nore delicate than they actually were. As he poured
anot her doubl e shot of brandy for hinself, he said, “And what role do you see ne
playing in all of this?”

Sal sbury said, “Leonard can get the conputer system| need. But he can’t provide
me with a magnetic tape file of all the research |I've done for CDA or a set of
mast er programtapes designed for nmy research. 1'I1 need both of those before
Leonard’ s conmputers are worth a penny to ne. Now, given three or four weeks,
coul d make duplicates of those tapes at Brockert w thout nuch risk of being
caught. But once |’'ve got eighty or ninety cunbersonme nag tapes and
five-hundred-yard print-outs, how do | get themout of Brockert? There's just no
way. Security procedures, entering and |leaving, are tight, too tight for ny
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pur pose. Unl ess

“l see,” Klinger said. He returned to his chair and sipped at his brandy.
Sliding forward to the edge of his seat, Dawson said, “Ernst, you're the
ultimate authority for security at Brockert. You know nore about that system
than anyone else. If there’'s a weak spot in their security, you're the man to
find it—er nake it.”

Studyi ng Sal sbury as if he were assessing the danger and questioning the w sdom
of being associated with soneone of such obviously inferior character, Klinger
said, “lI"msupposed to |l et you snuggle out nearly one hundred magnetic tapes
full of top-secret data and sophisticated conputer prograns?”

Ogden nodded sl owy.

“Can you do it?” Dawson asked.

“Probably.”

“That’s all you can say?”

“There’s a better than even chance it can be done.”

“That’s not sufficient, Ernst.”

“All right,” Klinger said, slightly exasperated. “lI can do it. | can find a
way. "
Smiling, Dawson said, “I knew you could.”

“But if | did find a way and was caught either during or after the operati on—+'d
be dunped into Leavenworth and left to rot. Earlier, when | used the word
‘“treason,’” | wasn't tossing it around lightly.”

“l didn't suppose you were,” Dawson said. “But you wouldn't be required ever to
see these mag tapes, let alone touch them That would be a risk that only Ogden
woul d have to take. They could convict you of nothing nore serious than

negli gence for permitting or overlooking the gap in security.”

“Even so, |1'd be forced into early retirenment or drummed out of the service with
only a partial pension.”

Amazed, Dawson shook his head and said, “I’'moffering himone-third of a
partnership that will earn mllions, and Ernst is worrying about a governnent
pensi on.”

Sal sbury was perspiring heavily. The back of his shirt was soaked and felt |ike
a col d conpress against his skin. To Klinger

he said, “You' ve told us that you can do it. But the big question is whether you
will doit.”

Kl inger stared into his brandy glass for a while, then finally | ooked up at

Sal sbury and said, “Once you've perfected the drug—what’'s our first step?”
Getting to his feet, Dawson said, “W' |l establish a front corporation in

Li echtenstein.”

“Wy t here?”

Li echtenstein did not require that a corporation list its true owners. Dawson
could hire lawers in Vaduz and appoi nt them as corporate officers—and they
could not be forced by law to reveal the identities of their clients.
“Furthernore,” Dawson said, “lI will acquire for each of us a set of forged
papers, conplete with passports, so that we can travel and do busi ness under
assunmed nanes. If the lawers in Vadnz are forced by extral egal nmeans to revea
the nanes of their clients, they still won't endanger us because they won't know
our real names.”

Dawson’ s caution was not excessive. The corporation would quite rapidly becone
an incredibly successful venture, so successful that a great nany powerful
peopl e in both business and governnment would eventually be prying at it quietly,
trying to find out who |ay behind the phony officers in Vaduz. Wth Sal sbury’s
drug and extensive prograns of carefully structured sublininals, the three of
them coul d establish a hundred different businesses and literally demand t hat
customers, associates, and even rivals produce a substantial profit for them
Every dollar they earned would seemto be spotlessly clean, produced by a
legitimate formof commerce. But, of course, a great many people would feel that
it was not at all legitimate to manipul ate the conpetition and the buying public
by neans of a powerful new drug. In the event that the corporation got caught
usi ng the drug—stolen, as it was, froma U S. weapons research project-—what had
once appeared to be excessive caution night well prove no nore than adequate.
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“And once we've got the corporation?” Klinger asked.

Money and busi ness arrangenents were Dawson’s vocation

and his avocation. He began to declaimalnost in the manner of a Bapti st
preacher, full of vigor and fierce intent, thoroughly enjoying hinself. “The
corporation will purchase a walled estate sonewhere in Germany or France. At

| east one hundred acres. On the surface it will appear to be an executive
retreat. But inreality it will be used for the indoctrination of mercenary
soldiers.”

“Mercenaries?” Klinger's hard, broad face expressed the institutional soldier’s
di sdain for the free-|ancer

The corporation, Dawson expl ai ned, would hire perhaps a dozen of the very best
nmercenari es avail able, nmen who had fought in Asia and Africa. They woul d be
brought to the conpany estate, ostensibly to be briefed on their assignments and
to neet their superiors. The water supply and all bottled beverages on the
estate woul d be used as nedia for the drug. Twenty-four hours after the
nmercenari es had taken their first few drinks, when they were prined for total
subl i mi nal brai nwashi ng, they would be shown four hours of filns on each of
three successive days—travel ogues, industrial studies, and technica
docunentaries detailing the use of a variety of weapons and el ectronic

devi ces—whi ch woul d be presented as essential background material for their

assi gnnents. Unknow ngly, of course, they would be watching twelve hours of
sophisticated sublimnals telling themto obey w thout question any order
prefaced by a certain code phrase; and when those three days had passed, all
twel ve nmen woul d cease to be nerely hired hands and woul d becone sonething quite
i ke programmed robots.

Qutwardly, they would not appear to have changed. They woul d | ook and behave as
they always had done. Neverthel ess, they would obey any order to lie, steal, or
kil anyone, obey w thout hesitation, so |long as that order was preceded by the
proper code phrase.

“As nercenary soldiers, they would be professional killers to begin with,”

Kl i nger said.

“That’s true,” Dawson said. “But the glory lies in their unconditional,
unquesti oni ng obedi ence. As hired nercenaries, they would be able to reject any
order or assignnment that they

didn't like. But as our progranmed staff, they will do precisely what they are
told to do.”

“There are ot her advantages, too,” Sal sbury said, not unaware that Dawson, now
that he was in a proselytizing nood, resented being nudged fromthe pul pit. “For
one thing, you can order a man to kill and then to erase all nenory of the
murder fromboth his conscious and subconscious m nd. He woul d never be able to
testify against the corporation or against us; and he woul d pass any pol ygraph
exam nation.”

Klinger’'s Neanderthal face brightened a bit. He appreciated the inportance of
what Sal sbury had said. “Even if they used pentothal or hypnotic regressi on—he
still couldn't renmenber?”

“Sodi um pentothal is much overrated as a truth serum” Sal sbury said. “As for

the other. . - Well, they could put himin a trance and regress himto the tine
of the murder. But he would only draw a bl ank. Once he has been told to erase
the event fromhis mnd, it is beyond his recall just as surely as obsol ete data

is beyond the recall of a conputer that has had its nmenory banks w ped clean.”
Havi ng finished his second brandy, Klinger returned to the bar cart. This tine
he filled a twelve-ounce tunbler with ice and Seven- Up.

Sal sbury thought, He's right about that: any nman who doesn’'t keep a clear head
here, tonight, is plainly suicidal

To Dawson, Klinger said, “Once we’'ve got these twelve ‘robots’ what do we do
wi th then”

Because he had spent the last three nonths thinking about that while he and
Sai sbury worked out the details of their approach to the general, Dawson had a
qui ck answer. “We can do anything we want with them Anything at all. But as a
first step—+ thought we m ght use themto introduce the drug into the water
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supplies of every magjor city in Kuwait. Then we could saturate that country with
a mul timedia sublininal canpaign specially structured for the Arab psyche, and
within a nmonth we could quietly seize control w thout anyone, even the

gover nnent of Kuwait, knowi ng what we’ ve done.”

“Take over an entire country as a first step?” Klinger asked incredul ously.
Preachi ng again, striding back and forth between Sal shury and the general,
gesturing expansively, Dawson said, “The population of Kuwait is |ess than eight
hundred t housand. The greatest part of that is concentrated in a few urban
areas, chiefly in Hawaii and the capital city. Furthernore, all of the nenbers
of the government and virtually all of the wealthy reside in those metropolitan
centers. The handful of super-rich families who own desert enclaves get their
water by truck fromthe cities. In short, we could take control of everyone of

i nfluence within the country—gi ving us a behi nd-the-scenes nanageri al
dictatorship over the Kuwait oil reserves, which conpose twenty percent of the
entire world supply. That done, Kuwait woul d become our base of operations, from
whi ch we coul d subvert Saudi Arabia, Iraq, Yenen, and every other oil-exporting
nation in the Md-East.”

“We could smash the OPEC cartel,” Klinger said thoughtfully.

“Or strengthen it,” Dawson said. “Or alternately weaken and strengthen it in
order to cause mgjor fluctuations in the value of oil stocks. |Indeed, we could
affect the entire stock market. And because we’d know about each fluctuation

wel | in advance, we could take rare advantage of it. Wthin a year of assum ng
control of a half-dozen M d-Eastern countries, we should be able to siphon one
and a half billion dollars into the corporation in Liechtenstein. Thereafter, it

will be a matter of no nore than five or six years until everything, quite
literally everything, is ours.”

“I't sounds—erazy, nmad,” Klinger said.

Dawson frowned. “Mad?”

“I'ncredi bl e, unbelievable, inpossible,” the general said, clarifying his first
statement when he saw that it disturbed Dawson

“There was a tinme when heavier-than-air flight seened inpossible,” Sal sbury
sai d. “The nucl ear bonb seened incredible to nany people even after it was
dropped on Japan. And in 1961, when Kennedy | aunched the Apoll o Space Program
very few Americans believed that a man would ever wal k on the noon.”

They stared at one anot her

The silence in the roomwas so perfect that each tiny wave breaking agai nst the
boat dock, although it was little nore than a gentle ripple and was nmuffl ed by
the wi ndow, sounded like an ocean surf. At least it did to Salsbury; it
reverberated within his nearly fevered m nd.

Finally Dawson said, “Ernst? WII you help us get those magnetic tapes?”

Kl i nger | ooked at Dawson for a |ong nonment, then at Sal shury. A shudder either
of fear or pleasure; Ogden could not be certain which—passed through him He

said, “I'"Il help.”
Ogden si ghed.
“Chanpagne?” Dawson asked. “It’s a bit crude after brandy. But | believe that we

shoul d raise a toast to one another and to the project.”

Fifteen minutes later, after a servant had brought a chilled bottle of Mét et
Chandon and he had uncorked it, after the three of them had toasted success,
Klinger snmiled at Dawson and said, “Wat if I'd been terrified of this drug?
What if I'd thought your offer was nore than | coul d handl e?”

“I know you well, Ernst,” Dawson said. “Perhaps better than you think | do. |I'd
be surprised if there was anything that you couldn’'t handle.”

“But suppose |'d bal ked, for whatever reason. Suppose | hadn't wanted to cone in
with you.”

Dawson rol | ed some chanpagne over his tongue, swall owed, inhaled through his
mouth to savor the aftertaste, and said, “Then you wouldn't have left this
estate alive, Ernst. |I'mafraid you d have had an accident.”

“Whi ch you arranged for a week ago.” “Nearly that.”

“l knew you woul dn’t di sappoint ne.”

“You came with a gun?” Dawson asked. “A thirty-two automatic.”

“I't doesn’t show.”
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“It’s taped to the small of ny back.”

“You've practiced drawing it?”

“l can have it in nmy hand in less than five seconds.”

Dawson nodded approval. “And you woul d have used ne as a shield to get off the
estate.”

“I would have tried.”

They both | aughed and regarded each other with something very near to affection
They were delighted with thensel ves.

Jesus Christ! Sal shury thought. He nervously sipped his chanpagne.

5

Friday, August 19, 1977

PAUL AND MARK SAT cross-1|egged, side by side on the dew danp nountain grass.
They were as still as stones. Even Mark, who |oathed inactivity and to whom
patience was an irritant rather than a virtue, did no nore than blink his eyes.
Around themlay a breath-taking panorama of virtually unspoiled land. On three
sides of their clearing, a dense, purple-green, alnost prinmeval forest rose like
walls. To their right the clearing opened at the head of a narrow valley; and
the town of Black River, two mles away, shimered |like a patch of opal escent
fungus on the enerald quilt of the wild I and. The only other scar of
civilization was the Big Union mll, which was barely visible, three mles on
the other side of Black River. Even so, fromthis distance the huge buil di ngs
did not resenble nmillworks so nuch as they did the ranparts, gates, and towers
of castles. The planned forests that supplied Big Union, and which were |ess
attractive than the natural woods, were out of sight beyond the next nountain.
Bl ue sky and fast-noving white clouds overhung what could have passed for a
scene of Eden in a biblical film

Paul and Mark were not interested in the scenery. Their attention was fixed on a
smal |, red-brown squirrel

For the past five days they had been putting out food for the squirrel —dry
roast ed peanuts and sectioned appl es—hoping to make friends with it and
gradually to donesticate it. Day by

day it crept closer to the food, and yesterday it took a few bites before
succunbi ng to fear and scanpering away.

Now, as they watched, it cane forth fromthe perineter of the woods, three or
four quick yet cautious steps at a tine, pausing again and again to study the
man and boy. Wen it finally reached the food, it picked up a piece of the apple
inits tiny forepaws and, sitting back on its haunches, began to eat.

When the aninmal finished the first slice and picked up another, Mark said, “He
won't take his eyes off us. Not even for a second.”

As the boy spoke the squirrel becane suddenly as still as they were. It cocked
its head and fixed themw th one | arge brown eye.

Paul had said they could whisper, breaking their rule of silence, if the
squirrel had gai ned courage since yesterday and nanaged to stay at the food for
nore than a few seconds. If they were to donesticate it, the animal would have
to becone accustoned to their voices

“Pl ease don’t be scared,” Mark said softly. Paul had prom sed that, if the
squirrel could be tamed, Mark would be allowed to take it honme and nake a pet of
it. “Please, don’'t run away.”

Not yet prepared to trust them it dropped the slice of apple, turned, bounded
into the forest, and scranbled to the upper branches of a maple tree.

Mark junped up. “Ah, heck! We wouldn’t have hurt you, you dunb squirrel!”

Di sappoi ntnent |ined his face.

“Stay calm He'll be back again tonorrow,” Paul said. He stood and stretched his
stiff nuscles.

“He’ Il never trust us.”

“Yes, he will. Little by little.”

“W'll never tame him”

“Little by little,” Paul said. “He can’'t be converted in one week. You ve got to
be patient.”

“I"mnot very good at being patient.”
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“I know. But you'll learn.”

“Little by little?”

“That’s right,” Paul said. He bent over, picked up the apple slices and peanuts,
and dropped theminto a plastic bag.

“Hey,” Mark said, “maybe he’'s nad at us because we always take the food when we
| eave.”

Paul | aughed. “Maybe so. But if he got in the habit of sneaking back and eating
after we’ve gone, he wouldn’t have any reason to cone out while we're here.”

As they started back toward canp, which lay at the far end of the

t wo- hundr ed-yar d-1 ong nount ai n neadow, Paul gradually becane aware again of the
beautiful day as if it were a nosaic for all the senses, falling into place
around him piece by piece. The warm summer breeze. Wiite daisies gleanming in
the grass, and here and there a buttercup. The odor of grass and earth and wld
flowers. The constant rustle of |eaves and the gentle soughing of the breeze in
the pi ne boughs. The trilling of birds. The sol erm shadows of the forest. High
above, a hawk wheeled into sight, the last piece of the nosaic; its shrill cry
seemed filled with pride, as if it knewthat it had capped the scene, as if it
thought it had pulled down the sky with its wings.

The tinme had come for their weekly trip into town to replenish their supply of
peri shabl e goods—but for a nmonment he didn’'t want to | eave the nountain. Even

Bl ack River—snall, nearly isolated fromthe nodemworld, singularly peaceful —
woul d seem raucous when conpared to the serenity of the forest.

But of course Black River offered nore than fresh eggs, milk, butter, and other
groceries: Jenny was there.

As they drew near the canp, Mark ran ahead. He pushed aside a pair of yellow
canvas flaps and peered into the large tent that they had erected in the shadow
of several eighty-foot henml ocks and firs. A second l|ater he turned away fromthe
tent, cupped his hands around his nouth, and shouted, “Rya! Hey, Rya!”

“Here,” she said, comng out frombehind the tent.

For an instant Paul couldn’t believe what he saw. a small young squirrel perched
on her right arm its claws hooked

through the sleeve of her corduroy jacket. It was chewi ng on a piece of apple,
and she was petting it gently.

“How did you do it?” he asked.

“Chocol ate.”

“Chocol at e?”

She grinned. “I started out trying to lure it with the sane bait you and Mark
have been using. But then | figured that a squirrel can probably get nuts and
appl es on his own. But he can’t get chocolate. | figured the snell would be
irresistible—and it was! He was eating out of my hand by Wednesday, but |
didn’t want you to know about himuntil | was sure he’d gotten over the worst of

his fear of humans.”

“He’s not eating chocol ate now.”

“Too much of it wouldn't be good for him?”

The squirrel raised its head and | ooked quizzically at Paul. Then it continued
ghawi ng on the piece of apple in its forepaws.

“Do you like him Mrk?” Rya asked. As she spoke her grin nelted into a frown.
Paul saw why: the boy was close to tears. He wanted a squirrel of his own—but he
knew they couldn't take two of the aninals home with them His lower lip

qui vered; however, he was deternined not to cry.

Rya recovered quickly. Smling, she said, “Wll, Mark? Do you like hin? I'Il be
upset if you don't. | went to an awful lot of trouble to get himfor you.”

You little sweetheart, Paul thought.

Bl i nki ng back tears, Mark said, “For me?”

“Of course,” she said.

“You mean you're giving himto me?”

She feigned surprise. “Wo else?”

| thought he was yours.”

Now what would | want with a pet squirrel ? she asked. “He’'ll be a good pet for a
boy. But he would be all wong for a girl.” She put the aninal on the ground and
hunkered down beside it. Fishing a piece of candy froma pocket, she said, “Cone
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on. You' ve got to feed himsone chocolate if you really want to nake friends
with him”

The squirrel plucked the candy from Mark’s hand and nibbled it with obvious

pl easure. The boy was also in ecstasy as he gently stroked its flanks and | ong
tail. Wen the chocol ate was gone, the animal sniffed first at Mark and then at
Rya; and when it realized there would be no nore treats today, it slipped out
from between them and dashed toward the trees.

“Hey!” Mark said. He ran after it until he saw that it was nuch faster than he.
“Don’t worry,” Rya said. “He'll cone back tonmorrow, so |long as we have sone
chocol ate for him”

“I'f we tame him” Mark said, “can | take himinto town next week?”

“W' Il see,” Paul said. He | ooked at his watch. “If we're going to spend today
intown, we'd better get noving.”

The station wagon was parked half a mle away, at the end of a weed-choked dirt
| ane that was used by hunters in |ate autumm and early w nter.

True to form Mark shouted, “Last one to the ear’s a dope!” He ran ahead al ong
the path that snaked down through the woods, and in a few seconds he was out of
si ght.

Rya wal ked at Paul ' s side.

“That was a very nice thing you did,” he said.

She pretended not to know what he neant. “Getting the squirrel for Mark? It was
fun.”

“You didn't get it for Mark.”

“Sure | did. Wio else would | get it for?”

“Yoursel f,” Paul said. “But when you saw how nuch it neant to himto have a
squirrel of his own, you gave it up.”

She grinmaced. “You nmust think I'"'ma saint or something! If I'd really wanted
that squirrel, | wouldn't have given himaway. Not in a mllion years.”

“You're not a good liar,” he said affectionately.

Exasperated, she said, “Fathers!” Hoping he wouldn’t notice her enbarrassnent,
she ran ahead, shouting to Mark, and was soon out of sight beyond a dense patch
of mountain laurel.

“Children!” he said aloud. But there was no exasperation in his voice, only

| ove.

Since Annie’'s death he had spent nore tinme with the children than he m ght have
done if she had lived—partly because there was sonething of her in Mark and Rya,
and he felt that he was keeping in touch with her through them He had | earned
that each of themwas quite different fromthe other, each with his unique

outl ook and abilities, and he cherished their individuality. Rya would al ways
know nore about life, people, and the rules of the gane than Mark woul d.
Curious, probing, patient, seeking know edge, she would enjoy life from an
intellectual vantage point. She would know that especially intense

passi on—sexual , enotional, mental —which none but the very bright ever
experience. On the other hand, although Mark would face life with far |ess
under st andi ng than Rya, he was not to be pitied. Not for a nonent! Brimring with
enthusiasm quick to laugh, overwhelmngly optimstic, he would |ive every one
of his days with gusto. If he was deni ed conpl ex pl easures and
satisfactions—well, to conpensate for that, he would ever be in tune with the
sinmple joys of life in which Rya, while understanding them would never be able
to indulge herself fully w thout some sel f-consciousness. Paul knew that, in
days to cone, each of his children would bring hima special kind of happi ness
and pride—udnl ess death took them fromhim

As if he had wal ked into an invisible barrier, he stopped in the mddle of the
trail and swayed slightly fromside to side

That |ast thought had taken himconpletely by surprise. Wien he | ost Annie, he
had thought for a tinme that he had lost all that was worth having. Her death
made him painfully aware that everythi ng—even deeply felt, strong persona

rel ati onships that nothing in life could twi st or destroy—was tenporary, pawned
to the grave. For the past three and a half years, in the back of his mnd, a
smal | voice had been telling himto be prepared for death, to expect it, and not
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to let the loss of Mark or Rya or anyone else, if it cane, shatter himas
Anni e’ s death had nearly done. But until now the voice had been al nost
subconsci ous, an urgent counsel of which he was only vaguely aware. This was the
first tinme that he had let it pop | oose fromthe subconscious. As it rose to the
surface, it startled

him A shiver passed through himfromhead to foot. He had an eerie sense of
precognition. Then it was gone as quickly as it had cone.

An ani mal noved in the underbrush

Over head, above the canopy of trees, a hawk screaned.

Suddenly the sunmer forest seened much too dark, too dense, too wild: sinister
You' re being foolish, he thought. You're no fortune teller. You're no

cl ai rvoyant .

Nevert hel ess, he hurried along the wi nding path, anxious to catch up with Mark
and Rya.

At 11:15 that norning, Dr. Walter Troutman was at the big nahogany desk in his
surgery. He was eating an early lunch—two roast beef sandw ches, an orange, a
banana, an apple, a cup of butterscotch puddi ng, and several gl asses of iced
tea—and reading a nmedical journal

As the only physician in Black River, he felt that he had two prinmary
responsibilities to the people in the area. The first was to be certain that, in
the event of a catastrophe at the m |l or sone other nedical crisis, he would
never find hinself undernourished and in want of energy to fulfill his duties.
The second was to be aware of all developnents in nedical techniques and theory,
so that the people who canme to himwoul d receive the nbst nodern treat nent
avai l abl e. Scores of satisfied patients—and the reverence and affection with
whi ch the whole town regarded himtestified to his success in neeting his second
responsibility. As for the first, he stood five el even and wei ghed two hundred
and seventy pounds.

When an overwei ght patient, in the niddl e of one of the doctor’s lectures, had
the tenerity to nention Troutnman’s own excess poundage, he was al ways countered
with the sanme joke. “Cbese? Me?” Troutman woul d ask, clearly astonished. “This
isnt fat I'mcarrying. It's stored energy, ready to be tapped if there's ever a
catastrophe up at the mll.” Then he would continue his |ecture.

In truth, of course, he was an al nost conpul sive eater and had been all of his
life. By the tine he was thirty, he had given

up dieting and psychotherapy as truly |ost causes. The sane year, having been
guaranteed a handsone stipend by the Big Union Supply Conpany, he had conme to

Bl ack Ri ver where the people were so pleased to have a doctor of their own that
they didn't care if he was fat, thin, white, black, or green. For twenty years
now, he had been accommmodating his conpul sion, stuffing hinself with cakes and
cookies and pies and five square neals a day; and in sumhe felt that his life
hel d nore enjoynent than that of any other man he knew.

As he was about to enjoy it even nore, as he was picking up the second roast
beef sandwi ch, the tel ephone rang. He considered not answering it. But he was
the kind of doctor who went out on house calls at any hour of the day or night.
Even lunch had to be put aside if a patient needed help. He picked up the
receiver. “Hello?”

“Dr. Trout man?”

“Yes.”

The voice on the other end of the Iine was cold and sharp. “lI amthe key, Dr.

Tr out man.”

“I amthe lock,” Troutman said w thout hesitation

“Are you alone in the house?”

“Yes "
“Where is your nurse, M ss MacDonal d?”
“l don’t know. At hone, | suppose.”

“When will she be coning to work?”

“Hal f an hour before the office opens.”

“And the office opens at one thirty?”

“That’s correct,” Troutman said.

“Are you expecting anyone el se before one 0o’ cl ock?”
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“No. No one.”

The stranger was silent for a nonent.

Troutman |istened to his desk clock ticking. He gl anced at the food laid out on
a linen napkin in front of him picked a Sliver of roast beef fromthe sandw ch,
and ate it quickly like a fish taking a fly.

When the man on the other end of the |ine had decided on his approach, he said,
“I"mgoing to ask you a nunber of inportant questions, doctor. You will give ne
conpl ete answers to the best of your ability.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Have you recently had an epidenic of any sort in Black River?”

“Yes, we have.”

“Of what?”

“Night chills.”

“Expl ai n what you nean by that term doctor.”

“Severe chills, cold sweats, nausea but wi thout vonmiting-and the resultant

i nsomi a.”

“When were the first cases reported to you?”

“Wednesday, the tenth of this nonth. N ne days ago.”

“Did any of your patients nention nightnares?”

“Every one of themsaid he’'d been awakened by a terrible dream”

“Coul d any of themrenenber what it was?”

“No. None of them?”

“What treatnent did you provide?”

“l gave placebos to the first few But when | suffered the chills nyself on
Wednesday ni ght, and when there were scores of new cases on Thursday, | began to
prescribe a | owgrade antibiotic.”

“That had no effect, of course.”

“None what soever.”

“Did you refer any patients to another physician?”

“No. The nearest other doctor is sixty mles away—and he’'s in his late
seventies. However, | did request an investigation by the State Health

Aut hority.”

The stranger was silent for a nonent. Then: “You did that nerely because there
was an epidemc of rather mld influenza?”

“I't was mld,” Troutman said, “but decidedly unusual. No fever. No swelling of
the glands. And yet, for as mld as it was, it spread throughout the town and
the mlIl within twenty-four hours. Everyone had it. O course | wondered if it
m ght not be influenza at all but sone sort of poisoning.”

“Poi soni ng?”

“Yes. O a common food or water supply.”

“When did you contact the Health Authority?”

“Friday the twelfth, late in the afternoon.”

“And they sent a man?”

“Not until Mbnday.”

“Was there still an epidemc at that tinme?”

“No,” Troutman said. “Everyone in town had the chills, the cold sweats, and the
nausea agai n Saturday night. But no one was ill Sunday night. Watever it was,
it disappeared even nore suddenly than it canme.”

“Did the State Health Authority still run an investigation?” Intently studying

the food on the napkin, Troutman shifted in his chair and said, “Ch, yes. Dr.
Evans, one of their junior field nmen, spent all of Monday and nost of Tuesday
interview ng people and taking tests.”

“Tests? You nean of food and water?”

“Yes. Bl ood and urine sanples too.”

“Did he take water sanples fromthe reservoir?”

“Yes. He filled at |least twenty vials and bottles.”

“Has he filed his report yet?”

Troutman |icked his lips and said, “Yes. He called ne | ast evening to give ne
the results of the tests.”

“l suppose he found not hi ng?”
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“That’s correct. All the tests were negative.”

“Does he have any theories?” the stranger asked, a vague trace of anxiety in his
Voi ce.

That bot hered Troutman. The key shoul d not be anxious. The key had all the
answers. “He believes that we’ve experienced a rare case of mass psychol ogi ca
illness.”

“An epidenmic of fornulated hysteria?”

“Yes. Exactly.”

“Then he’ s making no recomendati ons?”

“None that | know of.”

“He has terminated the investigation?”

“That’s what he told ne.”

The stranger sighed softly. “Doctor, earlier you told nme that

everyone in town and at the mll had experienced the night chills. Wre you
speaking figuratively or literally?”

“Figuratively,” Troutman said. “There were exceptions. Perhaps twenty children,
all under eight years of age. And two adults. Sam Edi son and his daughter,
Jenny.”

“The people who run the general store?” “That’s correct.”

“They didn't suffer fromthe chills at all?” “Not at all.”

“Are they connected to the town’s water supply?”

“Everyone in town is.”

“Al'l right. Wat about the |unmbernmen who work in the planned forests beyond the
mll? Some of themvirtually live out there. Wre they all affected?”

“Yes. That was sonething Dr. Evans wanted to know too,” Troutnan said. “He
interviewed all of them”

The stranger said, “l’ve no nore questions, Dr. Troutman, but | do have sone
orders for you. \When you hang up your receiver, you will instantly w pe al
menory of our conversation fromyour mind. Do you understand?”

“Yes. Perfectly.”

“You'll forget every word we’'ve exchanged. You'll erase this nenory from both
your consci ous and subconscious, so that it can never be recalled no natter how
much you might wish to recall it. Understood?”

Trout man nodded sonberly. “Yes.”

“When you hang up your receiver, you will remenber only that the phone rang—and
that it was a wong nunber. |s that clear?”

“A wong nunber. Yes, that’'s clear.”

“Very well. Hang up, doctor.”

Car el essness, Troutman thought, a bit irritably, as he put down the receiver. If
peopl e paid attention to what they were doing, they wouldn’t dial so nmany wong
nunbers or nmake one tenth of the other m stakes that peppered their lives. How
many patients, badly cut or burned, had he treated who had been injured only
because they were inattentive, carel ess?

Scores. Hundreds. Thousands! Sonetines, when he opened the door of his waiting
room and peered inside, he had the feeling that he had just pulled a pan from
the oven and was staring not at people but at a row of wall-eyed trout with
gapi ng mouths. And now, tying up a doctor’'s line with a wong nunber, even for
half a minute or so—well, that could be damed seri ous.

He shook his head, dismayed by the ineptitude and inefficiency of his fellow
citizens.

Then he grabbed the roast beef sandwi ch and took an enornous bite fromit.

At 11:45 Paul Annendal e stepped i nto Sam Edi son’s study on the second floor of
the house, just above the general store. “Squire Edison, | wish to arrange to
take your daughter to lunch.”

Sam was standing in front of a bookcase. A large volunme lay open in his left
hand, and he was paging through it with his right. “Sit down, vassal,” he said
wi t hout | ooking up. “The squire will be with you in just a minute.”

I f Sam had chosen to refer to this place as his library rather than his study,
he woul d have been justified. Two lushly cushi oned, sonmewhat tattered arnthairs
and two matching footstools stood in the center of the room facing the only

wi ndow. Two yel | ow shaded fl oor | anps, one behind each chair, provided adequate
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but restful light, and a small rectangular table |ay between the chairs. A pipe
was turned upside down in a large ash tray on the table, and the air was
redolent with the cherry scent of Sanis tobacco. The roomwas only twelve feet
by fifteen feet; but two entire walls, fromfloor to ceiling, were lined with

t housands of books and hundreds of issues of various psychol ogy journals.

Paul sat down and put his feet up on a stool

He didn't know the title of the volune that the other man was | ooki ng through,
but he did know that ninety percent of these books dealt with Htler, Nazism
and anything el se that was even renptely related to that phil osophical-politica
ni ght -

mare. Samis interest in the subject had been unwavering for thirty-two years.
In April of 1945, as a nenber of an American intelligence unit, Samwent into
Berlin less than twenty-four hours behind the first Alied troops. He was
shocked by the extent of the destruction. In addition to the ruin caused by
Al'lied bonbers, nortars, and tank fire, there was damage directly attributable
to the Fihrer’'s scorch-the-earth policy. In the final days of the war, the
madnman had decreed that the victors nust be allowed to seize nothing of value,
that Germany nust be transforned into a barren plain of rubble, that not even
one house could be |eft standing to cone under foreign domnation. O course,
nost Gernmans were not prepared to take this final step into oblivion—although
many of themwere. It seened to Samthat the Germans he saw in the devastated
streets were survivors not nerely of the war but also of the frenzied suicide of
an entire nation.

On May 8, 1945, he was transferred to an intelligence unit that was collecting
data on the Nazi death canps. As the full story of the hol ocaust becane known,
as it was discovered that mllions of men and wonen and children had passed
through the gas chanbers and that hundreds of thousands of others had been shot
in the back and buried in trenches, Sam Edi son, a young man fromthe backwoods
of Maine, found nothing within his experience to explain such m nd-nunbi ng
horror. Why had so many once-rational, basically good people conmitted
thenselves to fulfilling the evil fantasies of an obvious lunatic and a handfu
of subordi nate madnen? Why had one of the nost professional armes in the world
disgraced itself by fighting to protect the SS nurderers? Wiy had mllions of
peopl e gone with so little protest to the concentration canps and gas chanbers?
What did Adolf Hitler know about the psychol ogy of the nmasses that had hel ped
himto achi eve such absolute power? The ruin of the German cities and the death
canp data raised all of these questions but provided answers to none of them
He was sent back to the States and nmustered out of the ser

vice in Cctober of 1945, and as soon as he was hone he began to buy books about
Hitler, the Nazis, and the war. He read everything of value that he could find.
Bits and pieces of explanations, theories and argunents seened valid to him But
the conpl ete answer that he sought eluded him therefore, he extended his area
of study and began col |l ecting books on totalitarianism nilitarism war ganes,
battl e strategy, German history, Gernan phil osophy, bigotry, racism paranoia,
mob psychol ogy, behavi or nodification, and mnd control. H's undi m ni shabl e
fascination with Hitler did not have its roots in norbid curiosity, but cane
instead froma fearful certainty that the German people were not at all unique
and that his own neighbors in Mine, given the right set of circunstances, would
be capabl e of the sane atrocities.

Sam suddenly cl osed the book through which he’'d been paging for the past few
m nutes and returned it to the shelf. “Dammit, | know they' re here sonewhere.
From his arncthair Paul said, “Wat are you | ooking for?”

His head tilted slightly to the right, Samcontinued to read the titles on the

bi ndi ngs. “We’ ve got a sociologist doing research in town. | know |’ ve got
several of his articles in ny collection, but 1'll be dammed if | can find
them”

“Soci ol ogi st? What sort of research?”

“l don’t know exactly. He came into the store early this norning. Had dozens of
questions to ask. Said he was a sociologist, come all the way up from

Washi ngton, and was nmaeking a study of Black River. Said he’d rented a room at
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Paul i ne Vicker's place and would be here for three weeks or so. According to
him Black River's pretty special.”

“I'n what way?”

“For one thing, it’'s a prosperous conmpany town in an age when conpany towns have
supposedly fallen into decay or vani shed altogether. And because we're
geographically isolated, it'll be easier for himto anal yze the effects of

tel evision on our social patterns. Ch, he had at |least half a dozen good reasons
why we're ripe material for sociological research, but | don’t think he got
around to explaining his main thesis, whatever it

is he's trying to prove or disprove.” He took another book fromthe shelf,
opened it to the table of contents, closed it alnbst at once, and put it back
where he’'d gotten it

“Do you know his name?”

“Introduced hinself as Al bert Deighton,” Sam said. “The nane didn't ring a bell
But the face did. Meek-looking man. Thin |ips. Receding hairline. G asses as
thick as the lenses on a tel escope. Those gl asses nake his eyes | ook |ike

they' re popping right out of his head. | know |’'ve seen his picture severa
times in books or magazi nes, alongside articles he’s witten.” He sighed and
turned away fromthe bookshelves for the first tinme since Paul canme into the
room Wth one hand he snoothed his white beard. “lI can spend all evening up
here picking through these books. Ri ght now you want me to take over the counter
downstairs so you can escort ny daughter to the el egant, inconparable Utman's
Cafe for lunch.”

Paul | aughed. “Jenny tells nme there’s no nore flu in town. So the worst we can
get at Utman’s is food poisoning.”

“What about the kids?”

“Mark’ s spending the afternoon with Bob Thorp’s boy. He's been invited to |unch,
and he’'ll spend it mooni ng over Emma.”

“Still has a crush on her, does he?”

“He thinks he’s in |ove, but he'd never admit it.”

Sanis craggy face was softened by a smile. “And Rya?”

“Emma asked her to conme along with Mark. But if you don’t mind | ooking after
her, she'd rather stay here with you.”

“M nd? Don't be ridiculous.”

As he got up fromthe arncthair, Paul said, “Wwy don't you put her to work after
| unch? She could conme up here and pore through these books until she found

Dei ghton’s nane on a table of contents.”

“VWhat a dull bit of work for a peppy girl like her!”

“Rya woul dn’t be bored,” Paul said. “It’s right down her alley. She likes
wor ki ng wi th books—and she’d enjoy doing you a favor.”

Sam hesitated, then shrugged and said, “Maybe I'Il ask her. Wen |’ve read what
Dei ghton’s witten, I'lIl know where his

interests lie, and I'Il have a better idea of what he’s up to now. You know
me—as curious as the day is long. Once |I've got a bee in ny bonnet, |’ve just

got to take it out and see whether it’'s a worker, drone, queen, or maybe even a
wasp. ”

Utman's Cafe stood on the southwest corner of the town square, shaded by a pair
of enormous bl ack oak trees. The restaurant was ei ghty feet |long, an al uni num
and gl ass structure nmeant to | ook |like an ol d-fashioned rail road passenger car
It bad one narrow wi ndow row that ran around three sides; and tacked on the
front was an entrance foyer that spoiled the railroad-car effect.

I nsi de, booths uphol stered in blue plastic stood beside the wi ndows. The table
at each booth held an ash tray, a cylindrical glass sugar dispenser, salt and
pepper shakers, a napkin dispenser, and a selector for the jukebox. An aisle
separated the booths fromthe counter that ran the I ength of the restaurant.
Qgden Sal sbury was in the corner booth at the north end of the cafe. He was
drinking a second cup of coffee and watching the other custoners.

At 1:50 in the afternoon, nost of the lunch-hour rush had passed. Utman' s was
nearly deserted. In a booth near the door, an elderly couple was reading the
weekl y newspaper, eating roast beef and French fries, and quietly arguing
politics. The chief of police, Bob Thorp, was on a stool at the counter,

file:/l/F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Koontz,%20Dean%20-%20Night%20Chills.txt (41 of 154) [1/17/03 3:09:11 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/K oontz,%20D ean%20-%20Night%20Chill s.txt

finishing his lunch and joking with the gray-haired waitress naned Bess. At the
far end of the room Jenny Edison was in the other corner booth with a
good-looking man in his late thirties; Salsbury didn't know himbut assunmed he
worked at the mll or in the |ogging canp.

O the five other custoners, Jenny was of the greatest interest to Sal shury. A
few hours ago, when he talked to Dr. Troutman, he |earned that neither Jenny nor
her father had conpl ai ned of the night chills. The fact that a nunber of
children had al so escaped themdid not disturb him The effect of the
sublimnals was, in part, directly proportionate to the subject’s |anguage
skills and reading ability; and he had expected that sone children would be

unaf fected. But Sam and Jenny were adults, and they should not have gone

unt ouched.

Possi bly they hadn’t consuned any of the drug. If that was true, then they
hadn’t drunk any water fromthe town system hadn’t used it to nake ice cubes,
and hadn’t cooked with it. That was marginally possible, he supposed.
Margi nal ly. However, the drug had al so been introduced into fourteen products at
a food whol esal er’ s warehouse in Bangor before those products were shipped to
Black River, and it was difficult for himto believe that they could have been
so fortunate as to have avoi ded, by chance, every contam nated substance

There was a second possibility. It was conceivabl e, although highly inprobable,
that the Edisons had taken the drug but hadn’t conme into contact with any of the
sophi sticated sublimnal programm ng that had been designed with such care for
the Black River experinment and that had inundated the town through half a dozen
forns of print and el ectronic nedia for a period of seven days.

Sal sbury was nearly certain that neither of these explanations was correct, and
that the truth was both conplex and technical. Even the nobst beneficial drugs
did not have a benign effect on everyone; any drug could be counted upon to
sicken or kill at least a tiny percentage of those people to whomit was

adm ni stered. Mreover, for virtually every drug, there were sone peopl e,

anot her extrenely small group, who were either minimally affected or utterly
untouched by it, owing to differences in netabolisns, variances in body

chemi stries, and unknown factors. Mre likely than not, Jenny and Sam Edi son had
taken the sublimnal priner in water or food but hadn't been altered by
it—either not at all or not as they should have been—and subsequently were

uni npressed by the sublimnals because they hadn’t been nade ready for them
Eventual ly he would have to give the two of them a series of exaninations and
tests at a fully equipped nedical clinic, with the hope that he could find what
it was that nade theminpervious to the drug. But that could wait. During the
next three weeks he would be quietly recording and studying the effects that the
drug and sublimnals produced in the other people of Black River

Al t hough Sal sbury was nore interested in Jenny than in any of the other
custoners, nost of the time his attention was focused on the younger of Utman's
two waitresses. She was a lean, lithe brunette with dark eyes and a honey
conpl exi on. Perhaps twenty-five years old. A captivating smle. Arich, throaty
voi ce perfect for the bedroom To Sal shury, her every novenent was filled with
sexual innuendo and an all but open invitation to violation

More inportant, however, the waitress rem nded himof Mriam the w fe he had

di vorced twenty-seven years ago. Like Mriam she had small, high-set breasts
and very beautiful, supple |egs. Her throaty voice resenbled Mrianis. And she
had Mriam s wal k: an unstudi ed grace in every step, an unconscious and si nuous
rolling of the hips that took his breath away.

He want ed her

But he woul d never take her because she reni nded himtoo much of Mriam

rem nded himof the frustrations, angers, and di sappoi ntnments of that awf ul
five-year marriage. She stirred his |lust—but she also stirred his sonewhat
suppressed, long-nurtured hatred of Mriam and, by extension, of wonen in
general. He knew that, in the act, as he achi eved penetrati on and began to nove,
her resenbl ance to Mriamwould | eave hi mi npotent.

When she brought the check for his lunch, flashing that dazzling snle that had
begun to seem snug and superior to him he said, “I amthe key.”
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He was taking an unwarranted risk. He couldn't defend it even to hinself. Unti
he was certain that everyone in town, other than the Edi sons and a handful of
children, was properly programed, he should restrict the use of the command
phrase to tel ephone conversations, as with Troutrman, and to situations wherein
he was alone with the subject and free fromfear of interruption. Only after
three weeks of observation and individual Contact could he even begin to assune
there was no risk involved; and now, on one |level, he was a bit disturbed that
he

was conducting hinself irresponsibly on his first day in towm. He didn't
particularly mnd if absolute power corrupted himabsolutely—ust so it didn't
make hi m overconfident and careless. On the other hand, so |ong as they kept
their voices low, there was little chance that they would be overheard. The

el derly couple in the booth by the door was nearer to Sal sbury than anyone el se
in the cafe, and they were half a room away. Besides, unwarranted risk or not,
he couldn’t resist taking control of this wonman. Hi s enotions had unseated his
reason, and he was riding with them

“I amthe | ock,” she said.

“Keep your voice low.” “Yes, sir.
“What ' s your nanme?” “Alice.”
“How ol d are you?” “Twenty-six.”
“You re lovely,” he said.

She sai d not hi ng.

“Smle for ne, Alice.”

She sniled. She didn't ook the | east bit dazed. Even her big, dark eyes held no
hint of a trance. Yet she was unhesitatingly obedient.

He said, “You' ve got a nice body.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you like sex?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you like it very nuch?”
“Yeah. | like it.”

“When you're in bed with a nman, is there anything you won't let himdo to you?”
“Yeah. Geek.”

“You won't let himtake you in the ass?”

She bl ushed and said, “Yeah. | don't like that.”

“I'f 1 wanted you, | could have you.”

She stared at him

“Couldn’t 1?”

“Yeah.”

“I'f 1 wanted you, | could have you right now, right here, on top of this table.”
“Yeah.”

“I'f 1 wanted to take you Greek-style, | could.”

She resisted the idea but finally said, “lIs that what you want?”

“I'f 1 didwant it, | could have it. You' d let ne.”

“Yeah.”

It was his turn to smile. He glanced around the cafe. No one was | ooki ng at
them no one had heard. “Are you married, Alice?”

“No. Divorced.”

“Why did you get a divorce?”

“He couldn't hold a job.”

“Your husband coul dn’t?”

“Yeah, him”

“Was he good in bed?”

“Not very.”

She was even nore |like Mriamthan he had thought. After all these years he
could still renenber what Mriamhad said to himthe day she left. You' re not

just bad in bed, Ogden. You're terrible. And you' ve no inclination to |earn. But
you know, | could live with that if there were conpensations. |If you had noney
and could buy ne things, naybe | could live with your funbling sex. Wien | said
I"d marry you, | thought you were going to nmake |lots of noney. Jesus Christ, you
were at the top of your class at Harvard! Wen you conpl eted your doctorate,
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everyone wanted to hire you. If you had any anbition whatsoever, you d have
al ready gotten your hands on a decent piece of noney. You know what, Ogden? |
think you're as inept and uni naginative in your research as you are in bed.
You’'re never going to get anywhere, but I am |I'mgetting out. What a bitch she
had been. Just thinking about her, he began to trenble and perspire.

Alice was still smling at him

“Stop smling,” he said softly. “I don't like it.”

She did as she was told.

“What am |, Alice?”

“You're the key.”

“And what are you?”

“The | ock.”

“Now that |’ve opened you, you'll do whatever | tell you to do. Isn't that
true?”

“Yeah."”

He took three one-dollar bills fromhis wallet and put themon top of the lunch
check. “I"mgoing to test you, Alice. I'"'mgoing to see just how obedi ent you
are.”

She wai ted docilely.

“When you |l eave this table,” he said, “you’ll take the check and noney to the
cash register. You'll ring up the sale and take your tip fromwhatever's |left of
the three dollars. |Is that clear?”

“Yeah."”

“Then you will go to the kitchen. |Is there anyone back there?”

“No. Randy went to the bank.”

“Randy Ut man?”

“Yeah."”

“That’s good,” Sal sbury said. “Now, when you go to the kitchen, you' Il pick up a
meat fork, a cook’s fork. One of those big, two-pronged forks. |Is there one of
those in the kitchen?”

“Yeah. Several .”

“You'll pick one of themup and stab yourself with it, run it all the way

t hrough your |eft hand.”

She didn't even blink

“I's that understood, Alice?”

“Yeah. | understand.”

“When you turn away fromthis table, you'll forget everything we’'ve said to each
ot her. Under st ood?”

“Yeah."”

“When you run the fork through your hand, you'll think it was an accident. A

freak accident. Wn't you, Alice?”

“Sure. An accident.”

“Go away, then.”

She turned and wal ked to the hal f-door at the end of the

I unch counter, her snooth hips rolling provocatively.

When she reached the cash register and began to ring up the sale, Salsbury slid
out of the booth and started toward the door

She dropped her tip into a pocket of her uniform closed the cash register
drawer, and went into the kitchen.

At the entrance Sal shury stopped and put a quarter in the newspaper vending
machi ne.

Bob Thorp | aughed | oudly at sone joke, and the waitress nanmed Bess giggled |ike
a young girl.

Sal sbury took a copy of the Black River Bulletin fromthe wire rack, folded it,
put it under his arm and opened the door to the foyer. He stepped across the
sill and began to pull the door shut behind him thinking all the while: Cone
on, you bitch, cone on! Hi s heart was pounding, and he felt slightly dizzy.
Al'ice began to scream

G inning, Salsbury closed the first door, pushed through the outer door, went
down the steps, and wal ked east on Main Street, as if he were unaware of the
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uproar in the cafe.

The day was bright and warm The sky was cl oudl ess.

He had never been happi er

Paul shoul dered past Bob Thorp and stepped into the kitchen. The young waitress
was standing at a counter that |lay between two upright food freezers. Her |eft
hand was pal m down on a wooden cutting board. Wth her right hand she gripped an
ei ghteen-inch-1ong nmeat fork. The two wi ckedly sharp prongs appeared to have
been driven all the way through her left hand and into the wood beneath. Bl ood
spotted her light blue uniform glistened on the cutting board, and dripped from
the edge of the Fornica-topped counter. She was screani ng and gasping for breath
bet ween the screans and shaking and trying to wench the fork | oose.

Turni ng back to Bob Thorp, who stood transfixed in the doorway, Paul said, “GCet
Doc Trout man.”

Thorp didn't have to be told again. He hurried away.

Taki ng hold of the woman’s right hand, Paul said, “Let go

of the fork. | want you to | et go of the fork. You're doing nore harmthan
good.”

She rai sed her head and seened to | ook straight through him Her face was chal ky
beneat h her dark conpl exi on; she was obviously in shock. She couldn't stop
scream ng—an ululating wail nore ani mal than human—and she probably didn't even
know t hat he had spoken to her

He had to pry her fingers fromthe handle of the fork

At his side Jenny said, “Ch, ny God!”

“Hold her for ne,” he said. “Don’t |et her grab the fork.”

Jenny gripped the woman’s right wist. She said, “I think I"mgoing to be sick.”
Paul woul dn’t have bl anmed her if she had been just that. In the tiny restaurant
kitchen, with the ceiling only a few inches above their heads, the screams were
deaf ening. The sight of that slender hand with the fork enbedded in it was
horrifying, the stuff of nightrmares. The air was thick with the stale odors of
baked ham roast beef, fried onions, grease—and the fresh, netallic tang of

bl ood. It was enough to nauseate anyone. But he said, “You won't be sick. You're
a tough lady.”

She bit her lower |ip and nodded.

Quickly, as if he had been prepared and waiting for exactly this energency, Paul
took a dishcloth fromthe towel rack and tore it into two strips. He threw one
of these aside. Wth the other length of cloth and a | ong wooden tasting spoon,
he fashioned a tourniquet for the waitress’'s left arm He tw sted the wooden
spoon with his right hand and covered the handle of the neat fork with his left.
To Jenny he said, “Conme around here and take the tourniquet.”

As soon as her right hand was free, the waitress tried to get to the handl e of
the fork. She clawed at Paul’'s fist.

Jenny took hold of the spoon

Pressing down on the waitress’'s wounded hand, Paul jerked up on the fork, which
was sunk into the wood perhaps half an inch past her flesh, and pulled the tines
fromher in one sudden, clean novenent. He dropped the fork and slipped an arm
around her waist to keep her fromfalling. Her knees had begun to buckle; he had
t hought they m ght.

As he stretched the woman out on the floor, Jenny said, “She must be in awfu
pain.”

Those words seenmed to shatter the waitress's terror. She stopped screan ng and
began to cry.

“l don’t see how she did it,” Paul said as he tended to her. “She put that fork
through her hand with incredible force. She was pinned to the board.”

Weepi ng, trenbling, the waitress said, “Accident.” She gasped and groaned and
shook her head. “Terrible . . . accident.”

6

Fourteen Months Earlier

Thur sday, June 10, 1976

NAKED, THE DEAD MAN |l ay on his back in the center of the slightly tilted autopsy
table, framed by blood gutters on all sides.

“Who was he?” Klinger asked.
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Sal sbury said, “He worked for Leonard.”

The roomin which the three men stood was illumnated only in the center by two
hooded | anps above the autopsy table. Three walls were |ined with conputer

housi ngs, consol es, and nonitor boards; and the tiny systens bul bs and gl owi ng
scopes made ghostly patches of green, blue, yellow, and pale red light in the
surroundi ng shadows. N ne TV display screens—at hode-ray tubes—were set high on
three walls, and four other screens were suspended fromthe ceiling; and all of
themenitted a thin bluish-green light.

In that eerie glow the corpse |looked less like a real body than like a prop in a
horror film

Sonber, al nbst reverent, Dawson said, “H's name was Brian Kingman. He was on ny
personal staff.”

“For very long?” Klinger asked.

“Five years.”

The dead nan had been in his late twenties and in good condition. Now,

circul ation having ceased seven hours ago, lividity had set in; the blood had
settled into his calves, the backs of

his thighs, his buttocks, and his |ower back, and in these places the flesh was
purple and a bit distended. H's face was white and deeply lined. Hi s hands were
at his sides, his palnms up, the fingers curl ed.

“Was he married?” Klinger asked.

Dawson shook his head: no.

“Fam | y?”

“Grandparents dead. No brother or sisters. H's nother died when he was born, and
his father was killed in an auto accident |ast year.”

“Aunts and uncl es?”

“None cl ose.”

“Grl friends?”

“None that he was serious about or that were serious about him” Dawson sai d.
“That’s why we chose him |f he disappears, there’s no one to waste a | ot of
time and energy |ooking for him”

Kl i nger considered that for a few seconds. Then he said, “You expected the
experinment to kill hinP”

“We thought there was a chance of it,” Ogden said.

Smiling grimy, Klinger said, “You were right.”

Sonet hi ng about the general’s tone angered Sal sbury. “You knew the stakes when
you cane in with Leonard and ne.”

“Of course | did,” Klinger said.

“Then don’t act as if Kingman's death is entirely ny fault. The bl ame belongs to
all of us.”

Frowni ng, the general said, “Ogden, you misunderstand ne. | don't believe that
you and Leonard and | are to blanme for anything. This man was a nmchi ne that
broke down. Nothing nore. W can al ways get another machine. You're too
sensitive, QOgden.”

“Poor boy,” Dawson said, regarding the corpse sadly. “He would have done
anything for ne.”

“He did,” the general said. He stared thoughtfully at the dead man. “Leonard,
you’' ve got seven servants in this house. Did any of them know Ki ngnan was here?”
“That’s highly unlikely. W brought himin secretly.”

For thirteen nonths, this wing of the Greenwich house had been seal ed off from
the other twenty roons. It had been provided with a new private entrance, and
all of the locks had been changed. The servants were told that experinents, none
of them dangerous, were being conducted for a subsidiary of Futurex, and that
the security precautions were needed to protect the operation's files and

di scoveries fromindustrial espionage.

“I's the household staff still curious about what goes on here?” Klinger asked.
“No,” Dawson said. “So far as they can see, nothing' s happened in the past year
The sealed wing has lost its nystery.”

“Then | think we can bury Kingnan on the estate without too nuch risk.” He faced
Sal sbury. “What happened? How did he die?”
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Sal sbury sat on a high, white stool at the head of the autopsy table, hooked his
heel s around one of its rungs, and spoke to them across the corpse. “W brought

Ki ngman here for the first tinme in early February. He thought he was hel pi ng us

with some sociol ogi cal research that had inportant business applications for

Futurex. During forty hours of interviews with him | |earned everything
wanted to know about the nman’s likes, dislikes, prejudices, personality quirks,
desires, and basic thought processes. Later, at the end of February, | went

through the transcripts of those interviews and selected five test points, five
of Kingman's attitudes and/or opinions that | would try to reverse with a series
of subliminals.”

He had chosen three sinple test points and two conpl ex ones. Kingnan craved
chocol ate candy, chocol ate cake, chocolate in every form and Sal sbury wanted to
make himill at the first taste of chocolate. He couldn’t and woul dn’t eat
broccoli; but Sal sbury wanted to make himlike it. Kingman had an ingrained fear
of dogs; an attenpt to transformthat fear into affection would constitute the
third of the sinple test points. The remaining two indices presented Sal sbury
with a far greater chance of failure, for to deal with them he would have to
desi gn sublininal comrmands that bored especially deeply into King-

man’ s psyche. First of all, Kingman was an atheist, a fact he had hidden
successfully from Dawson for five years. Secondly, he was extrenmely prejudiced
agai nst bl acks. Making himover into a God-Iloving, prayer-saying chanpion of the
Negro would be far nore difficult than twisting his taste for chocolate into a

| oathing of it.

By the second week of April, Sal sbury conpleted the sublimnal program

Ki ngman was brought back to the Greenwi ch house on the fifteenth of that

mont h—estensibly to participate in additional sociological research for Futurex.
Al't hough he wasn’t aware of it, he was fed the subliminal priner, the drug, on
April 15. Sal sbury put hi munder close nedical observation and ran tests on him
for three days, but he could find no indications of a tenporary toxic state,

per manent tissue damage, a change in blood chenistry, noticeabl e psychol ogi ca
damage, or any other deleterious side-effects attributable to the drug.

At the end of those three days, on April 19, still in excellent health, Ki ngnan
took part in what he thought was an experinent in visual perception. He was
shown two feature-length notion pictures in one afternoon, and at the concl usion
of each filmhe was required to answer a hundred questions that dealt wth what
he had just seen. H's answers were uninportant, and they were filed only because
Sal sbury habitually filed every scrap of paper in his |aboratory. The experi nent
actually had only one purpose: while Kingman was watching the filnms, he was al so
unwi ttingly absorbing three hours of sublimnal programm ng that was nmeant to
change five of his attitudes.

The events of the follow ng day, April 20, proved the effectiveness of

Sal sbury’s drug and sublimnal progranms. At breakfast, Kingnan tried to eat a
chocol at e doughnut, dropped it after one bite, quickly excused hinself fromthe
table, went to the nearest bathroom and threw up. At lunch he ate four portions
of broccoli in butter sauce with his pork chops. That afternoon, when Dawson
took himon a tour of the estate, Kingman spent fifteen minutes playing with
several of the guard dogs in the kennel. After dinner, when Ogden and Dawson
began to discuss the continuing efforts to integrate the public schools in the
North, Kingman canme on like a life-long |liberal, an ardent advocate of equa
rights. And finally, unaware of the two vi deotape canmeras that nonitored his
bedroomin the sealed wing, he had said his prayers before going to sleep

St andi ng now besi de the corpse, smling beatifically, Dawson said to Klinger,
“You shoul d have seen it, Ernst! It was terribly inspiring. Ogden took an
atheist, a soul condemed to burn in Hell, and converted himinto a faithfu

di sciple of Jesus. And all on one day!”

Sal sbury was uneasy. He shifted on the stool. Ignoring Dawson, staring at the

m ddl e of the general’s forehead, he said, “Kingman left the estate on Apri
twenty-first. | set to work immediately to design the ultinate series of
sublimnals, the one we three have discussed a hundred tinmes, the programthat
woul d give ne total and permanent control of the subject’s nmind through the use
of a code phrase. | finished it on the fifth of June. W brought Ki ngman back
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here on the eighth, two days ago.”

“He wasn't suspicious?” Klinger asked. “Or upset about all of this travel he was
asked to do?”

“To the contrary,” Dawson said. “He was pleased that | was using himfor such a
special project, even if he didn't fully understand what it was. He saw it as a
sign of my faith in him And he thought that, if he nmade hinself available for
Qgden’s work, he woul d be pronoted nmuch sooner than he m ght have been

ot herwi se. Hi s behavior wasn't peculiar. |I've seen it in every anbitious young
executive and nmanagenent trainee |’ve ever known.”

Tired of standing, the general went to the nearest conputer console, sw veled
the command chair away fromthe keyboard, and sat down. He was al nost entirely
in the shadows. Green light froma display screen washed across his right

shoul der and that side of his brutal face. He | ooked like a troll. “Ckay. You
finished the programon the fifth. Kingman cane up here again on the eighth. You
fed himthe prinmer—=

“No,” Sal shury said. “Once the drug has been adm ni stered

to a subject, there’s no need to give hima booster dose, not even years |ater
When Ki ngman arrived, | began at once with the sublimnal program | ran two
films for himduring the evening. That night, the night before |ast, he had a
very bad dream He woke up, sweating, chilled, shaking, dazed, and nauseated. He
had trouble getting his breath. He vomted beside the bed.”

“Fever?” Klinger asked.

“Do you think he had a del ayed reaction to the drug—a nonth and a half del ayed?”
“Maybe,” Sal shury said. But he obviously didn’t think that was the case. He got
off the stool, went to his desk in a dark corner of the room and canme back with
a conputer print-out. “This is a record of Kingman's sl eep patterns between one
o' clock and three o' clock this norning. That's the crucial period.” He handed it
to Dawson. “Yesterday, | showed Kingman two nore filnms. That conpleted the
program Last night—he died in bed.”

The general joined Dawson and Sal shury in the oval of light at the autopsy table
and began to read the two-yard-1ong sheet of conputer paper

PARTI AL RECAPI TULATI ON

MEDI CAL MONI TORI NG PROGRAM

BK/ OB REP 14

RECORDED: 6/10/76

TH S PRINT: 6/10/ 76

PRI NT

HOURS M N SEC READI NG

0100 00 00 EEG—STACE 3 SLEEP

0100 01 00 EEG —STACE 3 SLEEP

0100 02 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 03 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 04 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

Kl i nger said, “You had Ki ngman hooked up to a | ot of machines while he slept?”
“Nearly every night he was here, right fromthe beginning,” Sal sbury said. “The
first fewtimes there really wasn't any reason for it. But by the tine it was
necessary for me to keep a close watch on him he was accustomed to the nachi nes
and had learned to sleep tangled up with all those wires.”

Indicating the print-out, the general said, “I’mnot quite sure what |’ mreadi ng
here.”
“Li kewi se,” Dawson sai d.

Sal sbury suppressed a snile. Minths ago he had deci ded that his best defense
agai nst these two sharks was his highly specialized education. He never nissed
an opportunity to display it for themand to inpress themw th the fact that, if
they shoul d di spose of him neither of themcould carry on his research and
devel opment or deal with an unexpected scientific crisis after the research and
devel opment was fi ni shed.

Pointing to the first several lines of the print-out, he said, “The fourth stage
of sleep is the deepest. It tends to occur early in the night. Kingman went to
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bed at mdnight and fell asleep at twenty minutes of one. As you can see here,
he achi eved the fourth level twenty-two minutes later.”

“What' s the inportance of that?” Dawson asked.

“The fourth level is nore like a conma than any other stage of sleep,” Sal sbury
sai d. “The el ectroencephal ogram shows irregular |arge waves of just a few cycles
per second. There is no bodily novenent on the part of the sleeper. It's in
stage four, with the outer mind virtually comatose and with all sensory i nput
shut down tight, that the inner nind becones the only truly operative part of
the mind. Renmenber, unlike the conscious nmind, it never sleeps. But because
there isn't any sensory input, the subconscious can't do anything during stage
four sleep except play with itself. Now, Kingnman's subconsci ous had sonethi ng
unique to play with.”

The general said, “The key-lock programyou inplanted in himyesterday and the
day before.”

“That’s right,” Salsbury said. “And | ook here, farther down the print-out.”

0100 08 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 09 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 10 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 11 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

“All night long,” Salsbury said, “we rise and fall and rise and fall through the
stages of sleep. Al npst without exception, we descend into deep sleep in Steps
and ascend fromit in steps as well, spending sone tine at each | evel along the
way. In this case, however, Kingnan soared straight up fromdeep sleep to |ight
sleep—as if a noise in the bedroomhad startled him”

“WAas there a noise?” Dawson asked.

“What's this REM?” Klinger asked.

Sal sbury said, “That nmeans rapid eye novenent is taking place under the
eyelids—which is a highly reliable indication that Kingman was dreaning in stage
one.”

“Dr eam ng?” Dawson asked. “About what?”

“There’s no way of telling.”

The general scratched the shadow of a beard that shaded his blunt chin even when
he was freshly shaved. “But you think that the dream was caused by his
subconsci ous playing around with the key-1ock inplant.”

“Yes
“And that the dream m ght have been about the sublinminals.”
“Yes. | can’t conme up with an expl anation that makes nore sense. Sonething about

the key-1ock program so shocked his subconscious that he was propelled straight
up into a dream”

“A ni ght mare?”

“At this point, just a dream But over the next two hours his sleep patterns
becane increasingly unusual, erratic.”

0100 12 00 EEG—STAGE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 13 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0100 14 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

“The al pha waves nean Ki ngman was awake here for two mnutes,” Sal sbury said.
“Not wi de awake. His eyes were probably still closed. He was hovering on the
edge of the first level of sleep.”

“The dream woke him” Klinger said.

“Probably.”

0100 15 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0100 16 00 EEG—STAGE 1 SLEEP
0100 17 00 EEC—STAGE 1 SLEEP
0100 18 00 EEG —STAGE 2 SLEEP
0100 19 00 EEG—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0100 20 00 EEG—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 21 00 EEG—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 22 00 EEG—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 23 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 24 00 EEC—STAGE 4 SLEEP
0100 25 00 EEC—STAGE 4 SLEEP
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0100 26 00 EEC—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 27 00 EEG—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 28 00 EEC—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 29 00 EEC—STACE 4 SLEEP

0100 30 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

“The first time he entered deep sleep,” Sal sbury said, “he stayed there for
eight mnutes. This tine it lasted only six mnutes. That's the start of an
interesting pattern.”

0100 31 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 32 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 33 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 34 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0100 35 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0100 36 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0100 37 00 EEG—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0100 38 00 EEC—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0100 39 00 EEC—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0100 40 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 41 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 42 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 43 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 44 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 45 00 EEG—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 46 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 47 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0100 48 00 EEC—STAGE 4 SLEEP
0100 49 00 EEC—STAGE 4 SLEEP
0100 50 00 EEC—STAGE 4 SLEEP
0100 51 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

“He was only in deep sleep three mnutes that tine,” Klinger said. “The cycle is
accel erating, at least on the down side.”

Dawson sai d, “But why? Ernst apparently understands, but I'’mnot sure | do.”
“Sonet hi ng’ s happening in his subconscious nmnd during deep sleep,” Sal sbury
said. “Sonething so unsettling that it causes himto leap up into stage one

sl eep and dream That subconsci ous experience, whatever it may be, is getting
ever nore intense—er, if it isn't getting nmere intense, then his ability to
withstand it is dwi ndling. Perhaps both. On each occasion, he's able to tolerate
it for a shorter period of tinme than he did before.”

“You nean he’'s in pain in stage four?” Dawson asked.

“Pain is a condition of the flesh,” Salsbury said. “lIt’s not the right word for
this situation.”

“What is the right word.”

“Anxiety, perhaps. O fear.”

0100 52 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 53 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 54 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0100 55 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0100 56 O0EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0100 57 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0100 58 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0100 59 00 EEC—STACE 2 SLEEP/ REM
0200 00 00 EEG—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0200 01 00 EEC—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0200 02 00 EEC—STAGE 2 SLEEP
0200 03 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0200 04 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0200 05 00 EEG—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0200 06 00 EEC—STAGE 3 SLEEP
0200 07 00 EEG—STAGE 4 SLEEP
0200 08 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
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“One minute that time,” Klinger said.

“By now he's extrenely agitated,” Sal sbury said, speaking of the dead man as if
he were still alive. “The pattern becones increasingly unusual and erratic. At
two twenty he gets back to the third level. Look what happens to himafter
that:”

0200 20 00 EEG—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 21 00 EEC—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 22 00 EEG—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 23 00 EEC—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 24 00 EEG—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 25 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

Klinger was as fascinated by the print-out of Brian Kingman's disintegration as
he possibly could have been by the sight of the real event. “He didn't even
reach the fourth level that tine before he popped up to stage one again.”

“He’ s having an acute subconsci ous anxiety attack,” Sal sbury said.

Dawson said, “ls there such a thing?”

“There is now. Hs mind is wildly turbulent at this point—yet in such a way
that it doesn’t wake himup altogether. And it gets worse.”

0200 26 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 27 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 28 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0200 29 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 30 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0200 31 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 32 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 33 00 EEG—STACE 2 SLEEP

0200 34 00 EEC—STACE 2 SLEEP

0200 35 00 EEG—STACE 2 SLEEP

0200 36 00 EEC—STACE 3 SLEEP

0200 37 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

“He was frightened awake at two thirty-seven, wasn’'t he?” Dawson asked.

Sal sbury said, “That’'s right. Not w de awake. But beyond the first |evel of
sl eep, into al pha wave territory. You're learning to read it now."”

0200 38 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 39 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 40 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 41 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0200 42 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM

0200 43 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0200 44 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 45 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 46 00 EEG—STACE 2 SLEEP
0200 47 00 EEC—STACGE 2 SLEEP
0200 46 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 49 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0200 50 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 51 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 52 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0200 53 00 EEC—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 54 OOEEG—STAGE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 55 O00EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0200 56 00 EEG—STACE 1 SLEEP/ REM
0200 5? 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0200 55 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0200 59 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0300 00 00 EEG—ALPHA WAVES

0300 01 00 EEC—ALPHA WAVES

0300 02 00 EEG—NO READI NG

0300 03 00 EEC—NO READI NG

0300 04 00 EEC—NO READI NG

0300 05 00 EEC—NO READI NG
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LI FE SI GNS NEGATI VE
LI FE SI GNS NEGATI VE
LI FE SI GNS NEGATI VE
PATI ENT DECEASED

END PRI NT

END PROGRAM : : STOP:

Dawson | et out his breath sonewhat explosively, as if he had been holding it for
the past mnute. “He was a good man. May he rest in peace.”

“There at the end,” the general said, “there were five consecutive al pha wave
readi ngs. Does that nean he was fully awake for five mnutes before he died?”
“Ful ly awake,” Sal sbury said. “But not rational.”

“l thought you said he died in his sleep.”

“No. | said he died in bed.”

"VWhat happened in those five mnutes?”

“I"l'l show you,” Sal sbury said. He went to the nearest conputer console and
briefly used the keyboard.

Al but two of the overhead scanners went dark. One of these was an ordinary
tel evision screen controlled by the computer on

a closed-circuit arrangenment. The other was a cathode-ray readout tube.

Getting up fromthe keyboard, Sal sbury said, “The screen on the right will run a
vi deot ape of the last six mnutes of King-nman’'s life. The screen on the left

wi Il provide a synchronized read-out of sone of his vital life signs, updating
themevery thirty seconds.”

Dawson and Kl i nger nmoved cl oser.

The right-hand screen flickered. A sharply focused bl ack-and-white picture
appeared on it: Brian Kingman lying atop his covers, on his back, twelve

dat a- gat heri ng patches cenented to his head and torso, wires trailing fromthe
patches to two machi nes at the side of the bed. A sphygnomanoneter was attached
to his right armand wired directly to the smaller of the nachi nes. Kingman
glistened with perspiration. He was trenbling. Every few seconds one of his arns
woul d jerk up defensively, or one of his legs would kick out at the air. In
spite of this novenent, his eyes were closed, and he was asl eep

“He’s in stage one now,” Sal sbury sai d.

“Dream ng,” Dawson said.

“Coviously.”

At the top of the left-hand screen there was a digital clock that broke down the
time count into hours, minutes, seconds, and tenths of seconds. On the soft
green background bel ow the cl ock, white computer-generated characters reported
on four of Kingman's nost inportant life signs.

BK/ OB REP 14, ONGO NG AS FOLLOANS:

TEST NORMAL FOR THI S SUBJECT VALUE

TEMPERATURE 98.6 98.6

RESPI RATI ON 18 PER M N 22 PER M N

PULSE 70 PER M N 90 PER M N

BLOOD PRESSURE

SYSTCLI C 100—220 110

DI ASTOLI C 60—%0 70

“He’s still asleep,” Salsbury said. “But his respiration and pul se have picked
up approxi mately twenty-five percent. He appears to be having a bad dream His
thrashi ng about gets worse in just a noment. He’'s ready to cone out of it now
Ready to wake up. Watch cl osely. There!”

On the bl ack-and-white screen, Kingman suddenly drew up his knees, kicked out
with both feet, drew up his knees again, and kept them drawn up, alnost to his
chest. He gripped his head with both hands, rolled his eyes, opened his nouth.
“He’s scream ng now,” Sal sbhury said. “I'"msorry there’s no audio.”

“VWhat’ s he scream ng at?” Dawson asked. “He’'s awake now. The nightmare’s over.”
“Wait,” Sal sbury said.

“H's respiration and pul se are soaring,” Klinger said.

Ki ngman screaned soundl essly.
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0200 58 00

“Look how his chest is heaving,” Dawson said. “Good God, his lungs will burst!”
Withing continuously but a degree less violently than he had been a nonent ago,
Ki ngman began to chew on his lower lip. In seconds his chin was covered with

bl ood.

“An epileptic seizure?” the general asked.

Sal sbury said, “No.”

At 2:59, the left-hand screen began a new line print fromthe top of the tube:
TEST NORVAL FOR THI' S SUBJECT VALUE

TEMPERATURE 98. 6 98.8

RESPI RATION 18 PER M N 48 PER M N

PULSE 70 PER M N 190 PER M N

BLOOD PRESSURE

SYSTCOLI C CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL

CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL

On the bl ack-and-white screen, Kingman convul sed and was al nost perfectly still.
H s feet twitched, and his right hand

opened and cl osed, opened and cl osed; but otherwi se he was notionl ess. Even his
eyes had stopped rolling; they were squeezed tightly shut.

The read-out screen went blank, then an instant later flashed an energency
nessage

0200 59 12

MASSI VE MYOCARDI AL | NFARCTI ON

MASSI VE MYOCARDI AL | NFARCTI ON

“Heart attack,” Sal sbury sai d.

Kingman's left armwas bent in a V across his chest and seened to be paral yzed.
H s left hand was fisted and unnovi ng agai nst his neck

0300 00 00

PULSE | RREGULAR

RESPI RATI ON | RREGULAR

Ki ngman’ s eyes were open now. He was staring at the ceiling.

“He’s scream ng again,” Klinger said.

“Trying to scream” Sal shury said. “l doubt if he could rmanage nore than a croak
in his present state.”

0300 01 00

PULSE ERRATI C

RESPI RATI ON ERRATI C

EEC WAVES DETERI ORATI NG TO DELTA

Ki ngman’ s feet stopped kicking. H's right hand stopped opening and cl osing. He
stopped trying to scream

“It’s over,” Sal sbury said. Sinultaneously, the two screens went blank. Brian
Ki ngman had di ed agai n.

“But what killed hinP” Dawson’s handsone face was the Col or of dusting powder.
“The drug?”

“Not the drug,” Salsbury said. “Fear.”

Klinger returned to the autopsy table to have a | ook at the body. “Fear.

t hought that’'s what you were going to say.”

“Sudden, powerful fear can kill,” Salsbury said. “And in this case, that’'s where
all the evidence points. O course, |I'll do a thorough autopsy. But | don't
believe I'll find any physiol ogi cal cause for the heart attack.”

Squeezi ng Sai sbury’s shoul der, Dawson said, “Do you mean Brian realized, in his
sl eep, that we were on the verge of taking control of hin? And that he was so
terrified of being controlled that the thought killed hinP”

“Something like that.”

“Then even if the drug works—the sublininals don't.”

“Ch, they'Il work,” Salsbury said. “l’ve just got to refine the program”
“Refine?”

“I"I'l put it inlay terms as best | can. You see, to inplant the key-Iock
sublimnals, |'ve got to—+to bore a hole through the id and the ego. Apparently,
the first programwas too crude. It didn’t just bore a hole. It shattered the id
and ego altogether, or very nearly did. |'ve got to be nore subtle the next
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time, preface the commands with sone careful persuasion.” He pushed a wheel ed
instrument cart to the side of the autopsy table.

Not wholly satisfied with Sal sbury’s expl anati on, Dawson said, “But what if you
don’t refine it quite enough? ‘What if the next test subject dies? It's

concei vabl e that one nmenber of ny personal staff mght walk off his job, vanish
without a trace. But two? O three? Inpossible!”

Sal sbury opened a drawer in the cart. He took out a thick white linen towl and
spread it across the top of the cart. “W won’'t use anyone fromyour staff for
the second test.”

“Where el se are we going to get a test subject?”

Sal sbury took surgical instrunents, one at a tinme, fromthe drawer and |ined
themup on the linen. “I think the tine has cone to put together that
corporation in Liechtenstein. Hre three nmercenaries, give themsets of forged
papers, and bring them here from Europe under their new nanes.”

“To this house?” Dawson asked.

“That’s right. W won't need the walled estate in Gernmany or France for sone
time yet. ‘W'l give the drug to all three of

themthe first day they're here. The second day, |I'Il start the new key-Iock
programwi th one of them If it works with him if it doesn't kill him then
I"ll use it on the other two. Eventually, we'll be running the field test in
this country. ‘Wien the tine cones for that, we'll be happy to have two or three

wel | -trai ned, subm ssive nen so close at hand.”

Scow i ng, Dawson said, “Hring | awers in Vaduz, establishing the corporation,
buying the forged papers, hiring the nercenaries, bringing themhere . . . these
are expenditures | didn't want to nake until we were certain the drug and
sublimnals will work as you say.”

“They will.”

“W aren’t yet certain.”

Hol ding a scal pel to the light, studying the silhouette of its razored edge,

Sal sbury said, “I'"msure the noney won't cone out of your pocket, Leonard.
You' Il find sone way to squeeze it fromthe corporation.”

“It’s not is easy as all that, | assure you. Futurex isn't a private gane park,
you know. It's a public corporation. | can't raid the treasury at will.”

“You' re supposed to be a billionaire,” Salsbury said. “In the great tradition of
Onassis, Getty, Hughes . . . Futurex isn't the only thing you ve got your hand

in. Somewhere, you found nore than two mllion dollars to set up this |ab. And
every nonth you manage to cone up with the eighty thousand dollars needed to
mai ntain it. By conparison, this new expense is a trifle.”

“l agree,” the general said.

“I't’s not your noney that’'s going down a rat hole,” Dawson said irritably.

“If you think the project’s a rat hole,” Sal sbury said, “then we Should call it
of f right now”

Dawson started to pace, stopped after a few steps, put his hands in his trouser
pockets, and took themright out again. It's these nen that bother ne.”

“What nen?”

“These mercenaries.”

“What about then®?”

“They’'re nothing but killers.”

“Of course.”

“Professional killers. They earn their living by—by nurdering people.”

“1"ve never had nmuch of anything good to say about freelancers,” Klinger said.
“But that's a sinplification, Leonard.”

“It’s essentially true.”

Inmpatiently, Salsbury said, “So what if it is?”

“Well, | don't like the idea of having themin ny hone,” Dawson said. H's tone
was al nost prissy.

You hypocritical ass, Salsbury thought. He didn’t have the nerve to say it. H's
confidence had i ncreased over the past year

—but not enough to enable himto speak so frankly to Dawson. Klinger said,
“Leonard, howin the hell do you think we'd
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fare with the police and the courts if they found out how Ki ng-nman di ed? Wuld
they just pat us on the head and send us away with a scol ding? Do you think that
just because we didn’'t strangle or shoot or stab him they' d hesitate to call us
killers? Do you think we'd get off scot-free because, although we're killers, we
don’t earn our living that way?”

For an instant Dawson’s bl ack eyes, |like onyx mirrors, caught the cold
fluorescent light and gl eaned unnaturally. Then he turned his head a fraction of
an inch, and the effect was |ost. However, sonmething of the sane frigid, alien
quality remained in his voice. “lI never touched Brian. | never laid a finger on
him | never said an unkind word to him?”

Nei t her Sal sbury nor Klinger responded.

“I didn"t want himto die.”

They wai t ed.
Dawson wi ped one hand across his face. “Very well. I’'Il nove ahead in
Li echtenstein. I'Il get those three nercenaries for you.”

“How Soon?” Sal shury asked.

“If 1"'mto maintain secrecy every step of the way—three nonths. Maybe four.”

Sal sbury nodded and continued |aying out surgical instruments for the autopsy.
7

Monday, August 22, 1977

AT NINE 0" CL 0 C K Monday norning, Jenny came to visit the Annendal e canp, and
she brought with her a sturdy, yard-high canary cage

Mark | aughed when he saw her carrying it out of the woods. “Wat’'s that for?”
“A guest should always bring a gift,” she said.

“What will we do with it?”

She put it in the boy s hands as Paul kissed her on the cheek. Mark grinned at
her through the slender, gilded bars. “You said you wanted to bring your
squirrel to town this comng Friday. Well, you can’t let himloose in the car
This will be his travel cage.”

“He won’t |ike being penned up.”

“Not at first. But he’'ll get used to it.”

“He’ Il have to get used to it sooner or later if he's going to be your pet,”
Paul said.

Rya nudged her brother and said, “For God's sake, Mark, aren’'t you going to say
thank you? Jenny probably | ooked all over town for that.”

The boy blushed. “Oh, sure. Thanks. Thanks a |ot, Jenny.”

“Rya, you'll notice there’'s a snmall brown bag in the bottom of the cage. That's
for you.”

The girl tore open the bag and sniled when she saw t he three paperback books.
“Some of ny favorite authors. And | don’'t have any of these! Thanks, Jenny.”
Most el even-year-old girls liked to read nurse novels, ronances, perhaps Barbara
Cartland or Mary Roberts Rinehart. But Jenny woul d have made a serious nistake
i f she had brought anything of that sort for Rya. Instead: one Louis L' Amour
western, one collection of horror stories, and one adventure novel by Alistair
MacLean. Rya wasn’'t a classic tonboy—but she sure as hell wasn't |ike nost other
el even-year-old girls, either

Bot h of these children were special. That was why, although she had no
particular affection for children in general, she had fallen for them so

qui ckly. She loved themevery bit as much as she | oved Paul

Oh, yeah? she thought, catching herself in the adm ssion. You' re just brinmng
with love for Paul, are you?

Enough of that.

Love, is it? Then why don’t you accept his proposal ?

Enough.
Wiy won’t you marry hinf
Wel |, because—She forced herself to stop arguing with herself. People who

i ndul ged in extended interior dialogues, she thought, were candi dates for

schi zophr eni a.

For a while the four of themfed the squirrel, which Mark had nanmed Buster, and
wat ched its antics. The boy regaled themw th his plans for training the aninal.
He intended to teach Buster to roll over and play dead, to heel when told, to
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beg for his supper, and to fetch a stick. No one had the heart to tell him how
unlikely it was that a squirrel could ever be nmade to do any of those things.
Jenny wanted to |augh and grab hi mand hug hi mbut she only nodded and agreed
wi th hi m whenever he asked for her opinion

Later they played a gane of tag and several ganmes of badni nton

At eleven o' clock Rya said, “I’'ve got an announcenent to make. Mark and

pl anned lunch. We're going to do all of the cooking ourselves. And we really
have sone special dishes to make. Don't we, Mark?”

“Yeah, we sure do. My favorite is—=

“Mark!” Rya said quickly. “It’s a surprise.”

“Yeah,” he said, as if he hadn’t al nbst given away everything. “That's right.
It's a surprise.”

Tucki ng her long black hair behind her ears, Rya turned to her father and said,
“Why don’t you and Jenny take a nice long wal k up the nountai n? There are lots
and lots of easy deer trails. You should work up an appetite.”

“I"ve already worked one up by playing badm nton,” Paul said.

Rya made a face. “I don’t want you to see what we’'re cooking.”
“Ckay. We'll sit over there with our backs to you.” Rya shook her head: no. She
was adamant. “You'll still snell it cooking. There won't be any surprise.”

“The wind isn't blowi ng that way,” Paul said. “Cooking odors won't carry far.”
Anxiously tw sting her badm nton racket in her hands, Rya glanced at Jenny.

What a | ot of schenmes and cal cul ations are whirling around behind those innocent
bl ue eyes of yours, Jenny thought. She was begi nning to understand what the girl
want ed.

Wth characteristic bluntness, Mark said, “You got to go for a walk with Jenny,
Dad. W know the two of you want to be al one.”

“Mark, for God's sake!” Rya was aghast.

“Well,” the boy said defensively, “that’s why we’'re nmaking lunch, isn't it? To
give them a chance to be al one?”

Jenny | aughed.

“I"I'l be dammed,” Paul said.

Rya said, “I think I'll cook squirrel for lunch.”

A |l ook of horror passed across Mark's face. “That’s a terrible, rotten thing to
say!”

“I didn"t nean it.”

“It’s still rotten.”

“1 apol ogi ze.”

Looking at her out of the corner of his eye, as if he were trying to assess her
sincerity, Mark finally said, “Wll, okay.”

Taki ng Paul ’s hand, Jenny said, “If we don't go for a wal k, your daughter’s
going to be very upset. And when your daughter is very upset, she's a dangerous
girl.”

Ginning, Rya said, “That’s true. |I'ma terror.”

“Jenny and | are going for a walk,” Paul said. He | eaned toward Rya. “But
tonight I'Il tell you the shocking story of the hideous fate that befell a
conniving child.”

“Ch, good!” Rya said. “I like bedtine stories. Lunch will be served at one

o' clock.” She turned away and, as if she sensed Paul sw nging his badni nton
racket at her backside, junped to the left and ran into the tent.

The stream gushed noisily around a boul der, surged between banks lined with
scrub birch and laurel, descended several rocky shelves, and forned a w de, deep
pool at the end of the holl ow before racing on to spill down the next step of
the nmountain. There were fish in the pool: darker shapes gliding in dark water.
The surrounding clearing was sheltered by full-sized birches and one gargant uan
oak with exposed and twi sted roots, like tentacles, thrusting into the |eaf

mul ch and bl ack earth. The ground between the base of the oak and the pool was
covered with noss so thick that it made a confortable mattress for |overs

Hal f an hour above the canp and the neadow where they had pl ayed badnm nton, they
st opped beside the pool to rest. She stretched out on her back, her hands behind
her head. He | ay beside her
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She didn't know quite how it had happened, but the conversation had eventually
given way to a gentle exchange of kisses. Caresses. Murrmurs. He held her to him
hi s hands on her buttocks, his face in her hair, and licked lightly at her

ear| obe.

Suddenly she becane the bol der of the two. She rubbed one hand across the crotch
of his jeans, felt himswelling beneath the deni m

“I want that,” she said.

“1 want you.”

“Then we can both have what we want.”

When they were naked, he began to kiss her breasts. He |icked her stiffening

ni ppl es.

“I want you now,” she said. “Quickly. W can take |onger the second tine.”

They responded to each other with a powerful, unique, and utterly unexpected
sensitivity that neither of themhad ever quite achieved before. The pleasure
was nore than intense. It was very nearly excruciating for her, and she could
see that it was nmuch the sane for him Perhaps this was because they had wanted
each other so fiercely but had not been together for so |ong, since March. If
absence makes the heart grow fonder, she thought, does it also nmake the genitals
grow randier? O perhaps this electrifying pleasure was a response to the
setting, to the wild land' s sounds and odors and textures. Watever the reason,
he needed no lubrication to penetrate her. He slid deep with one fluid thrust
and rocked in and out of her, down and down, filling her, tight within her
movi ng her. She was transfixed by the sight of his arms: the nuscles bul ged,
each wel |l defined, as he supported hinmself over her. She reached for his
buttocks, hard as stone, and pulled himfarther into her with each gal vani zi ng
stroke. Although she rapidly canme into her clinmax, she coasted down fromit so
slowy that she wondered if there would be an end to it. Abruptly, when the
sensations in her had subsided, he grew still, pinned by the power of his own
orgasm He softly said her nane.

Shrinking within her, he kissed her breasts and |ips and forehead. Then he
rolled off her, onto his side.

She noved against him belly to belly, and put her |ips against the throbbing
artery in his neck.

He hel d her, and she held him The act that they had just Conpleted seened to
bind them the nenory of joy was an invisible unbilical

For a few m nutes she was not at all aware of the world beyond his shadow. She
coul dn’t hear anything except the beat of her own heart and the heavy draw ng of
breath fromboth of them In tine the voices of the nmountain filtered back to
her :

| eaves rustling overhead, the stream spl ashing down the slope into the pool,
birds calling to one another in the trees. Likewi se, at first she couldn't fee
anyt hing but the slight ache in her chest and Paul’s warm senen trickling out of
her. Gradually,

however, she realized that the day was hot and humi d, and that their enbrace had
become |l ess romantic than sticky.

Rel uctantly, she disentangled herself fromhimand rolled onto her back. A sheen
of perspiration filned her breasts and stonach.

She said, “lncredible.”

“Incredible.”

Neit her of them was ready to say nore than that.

The breeze had al nost dried themwhen he finally rai sed up on one el bow and

| ooked down at her. “You know somet hi ng?”

“What's that?”

“1"ve never known another woman who was able to enjoy herself as thoroughly as

you do.”
“Sex, you nean?”
“Sex, | nmean.”

“Anni e enjoyed it.”

“Sure. We had a fine marriage. But she didn't enjoy it quite like you do. You
put everything you've got into it. You' re not aware of anything but your body
and ni ne when we nmake love. You' re consuned by it.”
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“I can't help it if I'"mhorny.”

“You're nore than horny.”

“Oversexed, then.”

“It’s not just sex,” he said.

“You're not going to tell nme that you like ny mnd too.”

“That’s precisely what 1’'mgoing to tell you. You enjoy everything. |’ve seen
you savor a glass of water |ike sone people do good wine.” He drew a finger down
the line between her breasts. “You' ve got a lust for life.”

“Me and Van Gogh.”

“I"m serious.”

She thought about it. “Afriend at college used to say the sane thing.”

“You see?”

“If it's true,” she said, “the credit belongs to ny father.”

“ Ch?”

“He gave ne such a happy chil dhood.”

“Your nother died when you were a child.”

She nodded. “But she went in her sleep. A cerebral henorrhage. One day she was

there—gone the next. | never saw her in pain, and that nakes a difference to a
child.”
“You grieved. |I'msure you did.”

“For a while. But ny father worked hard to bring me out of it. He was full of

j okes and ganmes and stories and presents, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a
week. He worked just like you did to nake your kids forget Annie’'s death.”

“If 1 could have been as successful at that as Samevidently was with you—=>
“Maybe he was too successful,” she said.

“How coul d that be?”

Si ghing, she said, “Sonetimes | think he should have spent |ess tinme making ny
chi | dhood happy and nore tine preparing ne for the real world.”

“Ch, | don't know about that. Happiness is a rare commodity in this life. Don't
knock it. Grab every mnute of it that's offered to you, and don’t | ook back.”
She shook her head, unconvinced. “lI was too naive. A regular Pollyanna. Right up

t hrough ny weddi ng day.”

“A bad marriage can happen to anybody, w se or innocent.”

“Certainly. But the wise aren’t shattered by it.”

Hi s hand noved in lazy circles on her belly.

She |iked the way he touched her. Already, she wanted hi m again.

He said, “If you can analyze yourself this way, you can overcone your hang-ups
You can forget the past.”

“Ch, | can forget himall right. My husband. No trouble, given tine. And not
much tine at that.”

“Wel'| then?”

“I"mnot innocent anynore. God knows, |'mnot. But naive? |'’mnot sure a person
can becone a cynic overnight. O even a realist.”

“W'd be perfect together,” he said, touching her breasts. “lI’mcertain of it.”
“At times I'mcertain of it too. And that’s what | distrust about it—the
certainty.”

“Marry me,” he said.

“How did we get around to this again?”

“l asked you to marry ne.”

“l don’t want to be set up for another fall.”

“I"mnot setting you up.”

“Not intentionally.”

“You can’t live without taking risks.”

“1 can try.”

“It’1l be alonely life.”

She made a face at him “Let’s not spoil the day.”

“It’s not spoiled for ne.”

“Well, it will be for ne soon; if we don't change the subject.”

“What could we tal k about that’s nore inportant than this?” She grinned. “You
seemfascinated with nmy tits. Want to tal k about those?”
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“Jenny, be serious.”

“I am being serious. | think ny tits are fascinating. | could spend hours
tal ki ng about them?”

“You're inpossible.”

“Ckay, okay. If you don't want to talk about ny tits, we won't talk about them
| ovely as they are. Instead—we’'ll tal k about your prick.”

“Jenny—=

“I"d like to taste it.”

As she spoke the soft center of himswelled and grew hard.

“Def eated by biology,” she said. “You're a ninx.”

She | aughed and started to sit up. He pushed her back

“I want to taste it,” she said. “Later.’

“ Now. ”
“I want to get you off first.” “And do you al ways get your way?” “I will this
time. 1’ m bigger than you.” “Mle chauvinist.”

“I'f you say so.” He kissed her nipples, shoul ders, hands, her

navel and thighs. He rubbed his nose gently back and forth in the crinkled hair
at the base of her belly.

A shiver passed through her. She said, “You re right. A woman shoul d have her

pl easure first.”

He Iifted his head and snmiled at her. He had a charm ng, al nost boyish smile.

H s eyes were so clear, so blue, and so warmthat she felt as if she were being
absorbed by them

What a delightful man you are, she thought as the voices of the nmountain faded
away and her heartbeat replaced them So beautiful, so desirable, so tender for
a man. So very tender.

The house was on Union Road, one block fromthe town square. A white frane
bungal ow. Nicely kept. Wndows trimmed in green with matching shutters. Railed
front porch with bench swing and glider and bright green floor. Latticework
festooned with ivy at one end of the porch, a wall of lilac bushes at the other
end. Brick wal kway with borders of marigolds on each side. A white ceranic

bi rdbath ringed with petunias. According to the sign that hung on a decorative
| anppost at the end of the walk, the house belonged to “The Macklins.”

At one o’ clock that afternoon, Salsbury clinbed the three steps to the porch. He
was carrying a clipboard with a dozen sheets of paper fixed to it. He rang the
bel I .

Bees humed in the lilac |eaves.

The woman who opened the door surprised him Perhaps because of the flowers that
had been pl anted everywhere and because of the pristine condition of the
property that seened the work of a singularly fussy person, he had expected the
Macklins to be an elderly couple. A skinny pair who |liked to putter in their
gardens, who had no grandchildren to spend their tine with, who would stare
suspiciously at himover the rins of their bifocals. However, the worman who
answered the bell was in her middle twenties, a slender blonde with the kind of
face that | ooked good in nmagazi ne advertisenments for cosnmetics. She was tall
five eight or nine, not delicate but fem nine, as leggy as a chorus girl. She
was wearing dark blue shorts and a bl ue-and-

white pol ka-dot halter top. Even through the screen door, he could see that her
body was well| proportioned, firm resilient, better than any he had ever

t ouched.

As usual, confronted with a woman |ike one of those who had peopled his
fantasies all of his adult life, he was unsettled. He stared at her and |icked
his lips and couldn’'t think of a dammed thing to say.

“Can | hel p you?”

He cleared his throat. “My name’ s—Al bert Deighton. |’ve been in town since | ast
Friday. | don't know if you heard
I"m doi ng sonme research. Sociol ogical research. |’'ve been talking to people—=>

“I know,” she said. “You were next door at the Sol omans’ yesterday afternoon.”
“That’s right.” Although the sun was hot and the air heavy, he hadn't perspired
during any of the first three interviews of the day; but now he felt beads of
sweat spring up on his forehead. “l1'd like to talk with you and M. Mackin, if
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you can spare nme the tinme. Half an hour ought to be enough. There are about a
hundred questi ons—=

“I"'msorry,” she said. “My husband isn’'t hone. He works up at the mll on the
day shift. He won’t be hone till five thirty.”

He | ooked at his clipboard for sonmething to do. “I can always catch himsone
other time. If | could interview you and the children now, get that out of the
way—

“Ch, we’'ve only been married a year. W haven't any kids.”

“Newl yweds.”

“Just about.” She smled. She had dinpl es.

He felt as if he were being dragged along in a dangerous current, swept

i nexorably toward a decision that could destroy him “Is there anyone el se
living here? Arelative?”

“Just Richie and ne.”

“Ri chie’'s your husband?”

“That’s right.”

Last Friday, in Utman's Cafe, he had risked exposing the entire project by
usi ng the code phrase to play with that waitress who | ooked like Mriam He had
gotten away with it, but he

knew he was a fool to allow his enptions to overwhel mhimlike that. As penance
for his behavior, he was far nore cauti ous on Saturday and Sunday than he needed
to be. He used the code phrase two dozen tines, interviewi ng the subjects in
detail, searching for weak spots in their obedient nbde; but he never approached
one of themif there was the slimmest chance of discovery. Sone of the wonen had
been attractive, and he could have used them any way he wanted. But he had
restrai ned hinself. Having tasted total dom nance when he opened Alice, that
bitch waitress, with the code, he was anxi ous to make one of them undress and
get down on the floor before him Dammed anxi ous. And this one, standing there
in shorts and halter, seened to radiate heat that evaporated his will power and
his caution. He wanted to believe that, unlike the episode at the café, this
situation contained no threat; and wanting to believe was the first step toward
convi nci ng hinsel f.

“I amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

Rel i eved, he wiped his brow. “Are you al one?”

“Yes.”

He began to trenble, not with fear but with excitenment. “Are you expecting
anyone?”

“No. No one.”

“l's anyone expecting you? Were you planning to go visiting?”

“No. "

“Let ne in.”

She pushed open the screen door

He stepped past her into the air-conditioned foyer. There was an oval mrror and
accessory table on the right, a small painting of a stormtossed sailing ship on
his left. “Close the door. And lock it.”

She did as she was told.

A short corridor, containing two nore paintings of sailing ships, led fromthe
foyer to the kitchen.

On the left the living roomopened to the hail through an archway. It was neatly
furni shed. An oriental carpet. Two Crushed vel vet sofas and a sl ate-topped
coffee table arranged to

forma conversation corner. Matching crushed-vel vet drapes at the three w ndows.
A magazine rack. A gun case. Two Stiffel |anps. To harnonize with the carpet,
the paintings were of Western sailing ships docked in Chinese harbors.

“Draw the drapes,” he said.

She went from wi ndow to wi ndow, then cane back to the center of the room She
stood with her hands at her sides, staring at him a half-sml|e on her face.

She was waiting. ‘Waiting for orders. H's orders. She was his puppet, his slave.
For nore than a mnute he stood in the archway, unable to nove, unable to decide
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what he should do next. Immobilized by fear, anticipation, and the grip of |ust
that made his groin ache al nbost unpleasantly, he was neverthel ess sweating as if
he had just run the mle. She was his. Entirely his: her mouth, breasts, ass,

| egs, cunt, every inch and fold of her. Better than that, there was no need for
himto worry about whether or not he pleased her. The only consideration was his
own pleasure. If he told her that she loved it, she would love it. No conplaints
afterward. No recriminations. Just the act—and then to hell with her. Here,
ready for the first tine to use a wonan exactly as he wanted, he found the
reality nore exhilarating than the dreans he'd had so nany years to el aborate
upon.

She regarded himquizzically. “Is that all?”

“No.” Hi s voice was hoarse.

“What do you want ?”

He went to the nearest |anp, switched it on, and sat down on one of the sofas.
“You stand where you are,” he said. “Answer ny questions and do what | say.”
“All right.”

“What ' s your nanme?”

“Brenda.”

“How ol d are you, Brenda?”

“Twenty-six.”

He took his handkerchief fromhis hip pocket, wi ped his face. He | ooked at the
pai ntings of sailing ships. “Your husband |ikes the sea?”

“Then he |ikes paintings of the sea.”

“No. He doesn’t care for them”

He had only been talking to pass time while he deci ded how he wanted to proceed
with her. Now, her unexpected answer confused him “Then why the hell do you
have all these paintings?”

“l was born and raised in Cape Cod. | love the sea.”

“But he doesn’'t care for it. Wiy does he |l et you hang these damed things

ever ywher e?”

“He knows | like them” she said.
He wi ped his face again, put the handkerchief away. “He knows if he took them
off the wall, you'd freeze himout in bed. Wuldn't you, Brenda?”

“Cf course not.”

“You know you would, you little bitch. You're a pretty little piece. He'd do
anything to keep you happy. Any man woul d. Men have been running to do your
bi ddi ng since you were old enough to fuck. You snap your fingers, and they
dance. Don’t they?”

Puzzl ed, she shook her head. “Dance? No.”

He | aughed bitterly. “A gane of semantics. You know | didn't really nean
‘dance.’ You're like all the others. You're a bitch, Brenda.”

She squi nted. Frowned.

“l say you're a bitch. AmI| right?” Her frown vani shed. “Yes.”

“I"'malways right. Isn't that true?” “Yes. You' re always right.”

“VWhat am | ?”

“You're the key.”

“What are you?”

“I"'mthe lock.”

He was feeling better by the minute. Not so tense as he had been. Not so
jittery. Calm In control. As he'd never been. He pushed his glasses up on his
nose. “You'd like me to strip you naked and screw you. Wuldn't you |like that,
Br enda?”

She hesit at ed.

“You'd like it,” he said.

“1"d like it.”
“You'd love it.”
“1"d love it.”

“Take off your halter.”

Reachi ng behi nd her back, she slipped the knot, and the pol ka-dot cloth fell to
her feet. The flesh beneath was white, in stark and erotic contrast to her dark
tan. Her breasts were neither large nor small, but exquisitely curved, upthrust.
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A few freckles. Pink nipples not nuch darker than her untanned skin. She kicked
the halter out of her way.

“Touch them” he said.

“My breasts?”

“Squeeze them Pull on the nipples.” He watched, found her novenents too
mechani cal, and said, “You' re horny, Brenda. You want to be fucked. You can’t
wait to have ne. You need it. You want it. You want it nore than you' ve ever
wanted it in your life. You re alnost sick with wanting it.”

As she continued to caress herself, her nipples swelled and turned a darker
shade of pink. She was breathing heavily.

He giggled. He couldn't suppress it. He felt terrific. So terrific. “Take off
your shorts.”

She did.

“And your panties. You're a real blonde, | see. Now, put one hand between those
pretty legs. Finger yourself. That's it. That's good. That's a good girl.”

St andi ng, her feet wi de apart, masturbating, she was a stunning sight. She threw
back her head, golden hair trailing |ike a banner, nouth open, face slack. She
was gasping for breath. Shivering. Twitching. Maning. Wth her free hand, she
was still caressing her breasts.

The power. Good God, the power he had over them now, woul d al ways have over
them fromthis day forward! He could come into their honmes, into their nost
sacred and private places, and once inside do whatever he wished with them And
not just with the wonen. Men too. If he ordered it of them the nen

would mewl and crawl to himon their hands and knees. They would beg himto
screw their wives. They' d give himtheir daughters, their girl children. They
woul dn’t deny him any experience, however extravagant or outrageous. He woul d
demand every thrill, and he woul d enjoy each of them But on the whole, he would
be a benign ruler, a benevolent dictator, nore like a father than a jailer. No
jackboots in their faces. He | aughed at that |ast thought. Ten years ago, when
he was still conducting lecture tours and witing about the future of behavior
nodi fi cation and mnd control, he was subjected to extensive ridicule and
vehenent condemmation from sone nenbers of the academi ¢ conmmunity. In lecture
halls, all but forcibly detained at the end of his speeches, he had listened to
countl ess self-righteous bores droning through honilies about invasion of
privacy and the sanctity of the human m nd, They quoted hundreds of great

thi nkers, epigrans by the score—sone of which he renenbered to this day. There
was one about the future of mankind anpbunting to little nore than a jackboot in
the face. Wll, that was crap. Jackboots, and the cruel authoritarian state they
synbol i zed, were only a neans of keeping the masses in line. Now, with his drug
and the key-lock program jackboots had becone obsolete. No one woul d have a

j ackboot pushed in his face. O course, for selected wonen, he had sonet hi ng

el se to push in their faces. Massaging hinself through his trousers, he | aughed.
The power. The sweet, sweet power.

“Brenda.”

Shudderi ng, gasping, her knees bending slightly, she clinmxed as her index
finger worked industriously between her | egs.

“Brenda.”

At | ast she | ooked up at him She was beginning to perspire. Her hair was dark
and danp at the brow.

He said, “Go to that sofa. Kneel on it with your back to ne, and brace your arns
against the pillows.”

When she was in position, her white butt thrust up at him she | ooked over her
shoul der. “Hurry. Pl ease.”

Laughi ng, he shoved the coffee table out of the way, sent it sliding off the
carpet, across the hardwood floor and into the

magazi ne rack. He stood behind her, dropped his trousers and his yellowstriped
shorts. He was ready, the veins about to burst, hard as iron, bigger than he' d
ever been, big as a stallion’s gun, a horse cock. And red. So red it | ooked as
if it had been smeared with bl ood. He ran one hand over her buttocks, over the
gol den hairs on her back, along her side, under to the sw nging breast, pinched
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the ni pple, snoothed her flank, pinched her ass, slipped his fingers between her
thighs, to her pubes. She was wet, dripping, far nore ready then he was. He
could even snell her. Gggling, he said, “You're a bitch in nore ways than one.
Aregular little bitch dog. Alittle aninmal. Aren’t you, Brenda?”

“Yes.”

“Say you're a little animal.” “I am I'ma little aninal.’
“What do you want, Brenda?”

“l want you to screw ne.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“How bad do you want it?”

“Real bad.”

Sweet, sweet power.

“What do you want ?”

The power.

“You know ”

13 [b I ?H

“I already said!”
“Say it again.”

“You're humiliating nme.”

“l haven’t even begun.”

“Ch, God.”

“Listen to ne, Brenda.”

"What ?"

“Your cunt’'s getting hotter.”

She groaned softly. Shuddered. “Feel it, Brenda?”

“Yes "
“Hotter and hotter.”
“l don't—I can't—=

“You can’t stand it?”

“So hot. Almost hurts.”

He smiled. “Now what do you want?” “I want you to screw ne.”

See, Mrian? | am sonebody.

“What are you, Brenda?”

“I amthe | ock.”

“What el se are you?” “A bitch.”

“l can’t hear it often enough.”

“A bitch.”

“I'n heat?”

“Yes, yes. Please!”

Poi sed to enter her, dizzy with excitenent, denoniac, electrified by the power
he hel d, Sal sbury had no illusions that his orgasm deep within the silken
regions of this woman, was the nost inportant aspect of the rape. The spasned
out pouri ng of a tablespoon or two of senmen was only the punctuation at the end
of the sentence, at the conclusion of his declaration of independence. During
the past half hour, he had proved hinself, had freed hinself fromthe dozens of
bitches who had messed in his life all the way back to and including his nother,
especially his nmother, that goddess of bitches, that enpress of ball-breakers.
After her came the girls who were frigid and the girls who | aughed at hi m and
the girls who whined about his poor technique and the girls who rejected him

wi th unconceal ed di staste and Mriam and the contenpti bl e whores to whom he had
been forced to resort in later years. Brenda Macklin was only a metaphor,
witten into his life by chance. If it hadn't been her, it woul d have been
sonmeone el se this afternoon or tonmorrow or the day after tonmorrow. She was the
voodoo doll, the totemw th which he woul d exorci se some of those bitches from
his past. Each inch of prick he jamred into her was a blow to the Brendas of
years gone by. Each stroke—the nore brutal it was the better—was an announcenent
of his triunmph. He would pound her. Bruise her. Use her until she was raw. Hurt
her .

Wth every blade of pain he sent through her, he would be cutting each of those
hated wonen. By nounting this |lean blond aninmal, by battering relentlessly into
her, tearing her apart, he would be proving his superiority to all of them
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He seized her hips and | eaned close. But as the tip of his shaft touched her
vagi na, even before the head of it slipped into her, he ejacul ated
uncontrollably. H's | egs gave way. Crying out, he fell on her

She col | apsed agai nst the pillows.

Pani ¢ took him Menories of past failures. The sour | ooks they gave him
afterwards. The contenpt with which they treated him The shane of it. He held
Brenda down, wei ghed her down. Desperately, he said, “You're comng, girl.
You're clinmaxing. Do you hear ne? Do you understand? |I'mtelling you. You re
com ng.”

She made a noise, nmuffled by pillows. “Feel it?”

“Mmmm ”

“Do you feel it?”

Rai sing her head she said, “God, yes!” “You ve never had it better.”

“Not ever. Never.” She was gaspi ng.

“Feel it?”

“Feel it.”

“I's it hot?”

“So hot. On!”

“Coasting now. You' re com ng down.” She stopped squirm ng under him
“Drifting down. It’'s al nost over.”

“So good . . .” Softly.

“You little animal.”

Wth that the tension drained out of her

The doorbell rang.

“What the hell?”

She didn't react.

Pushing away from her, he swayed to his feet, tried to take a step with his
trousers around his ankles and al nost fell.

He grabbed his shorts, jerked themup, then his trousers. “You said you weren't
expecting anyone.”

“Wasn't.”

“Then who’s that?”

She rolled onto her back. She | ooked sat ed.

“Who's that?” he asked again.

“Don’t know.”

“For God s sake, get dressed.”

She rose dream |y fromthe couch. “Quickly, damm you!”

oedi ently, she scuttled after her clothes.

At one of the front wi ndows, he parted the drapes a fraction of an inch, just
enough to see the porch. A woman was standing at the door, unaware that she was
under observation. In sandals, white shorts, and a scoop-necked orange sweater,
she was even better-I|ooking than Brenda Macklin.

Brenda said, “lI’mdressed.”
The doorbell rang again.
Letting go of the drapery, Salsbury said, “It’s a wonan. You better answer it.

But get rid of her. Whatever you do, don't let her inside.”

“What should | say?”

“If it’'s soneone you' ve never seen before, you don’t have to say anything.”
“CQt herw se?”

“Tell her you' ve got a headache. A terrible mgraine headache. Now go.”

She went out of the room

‘“When he heard her open the door in the foyer, he parted the velvet again in
time to see a smle touch the face of the woman in the orange sweater. She said
sonet hing, and Brenda replied, and the smle was replaced by a | ook of concern
Filtered through the walls and wi ndows, their voices were hardly nore than

whi spers. He couldn’t follow the conversation, but it Seenmed to go on forever
Maybe you shoul d have |let her come inside, he thought. Use the code phrase on
her. Then screw t hem bot h.

But what if you let her cone in and then discover she’'s got a weak spot in her
pr ogr anf
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Not nuch chance of that.

O what if she’s fromout of town? A relative from Bexford, perhaps. Then what?
Then she’ d have to be kill ed.

And how woul d you di spose of the body?

Under his breath he said, “Cone on, Brenda, you bitch. Get rid of her.”
Finally, the stranger turned away fromthe door. Sal sbury had a brief glinpse of
green eyes, ripe lips, a superb profile, extrenmely deep cleavage in the

scoop- nhecked sweater. When she had her back to himand was goi ng down the steps,
he saw that her legs weren't just sexy, as Brenda's were, but sexy and el egant,
even without nylons. Long, taut, snooth, scissoring |legs, femnnine nuscles
bunching and twi sting and stretching and conpacting and rippling sinuously with
each step. An aninal. A healthy aninmal. H s aninmal. Like all of them now his.
At the end of the Macklin property, she turned left into the searing afternoon
sun, distorted by waves of heat rising fromthe concrete sidewal k, soon out of
si ght.

Brenda cane back into the |iving room

Wien she started to sit down, he said, “Stand. The middle of the room”

She did that, her hands at her sides.

Returning to the sofa, he said, “Wat did you tell her?”

“That | had a m grai ne headache.”

“She believed you?”

“l guess so.”

“Did you know her?”

“Yes.”

“Who was she?”

“My sister-in-law.”

“She lives in Black River?”

“Has nost all her life.”

“Quite a | ooker.”

“She was in the Mss USA contest.”

“Ch? When was that?”

“Twel ve, thirteen years ago.”

“Still | ooks twenty-two.”

“She’'s thirty-five.”

“She wi n?”

“Came in third.”

“Bi g disappointment, I’ bet.”

“For Black River. She didn't mnd.”

“She didn't? Wiy not?”

“Not hi ng bothers her.”

“I's that so?”

“She’s that way. Always happy.” “Wat’s her nanme?” “Emm.”

“Last nane?”

“Thorp.”

“Thor p? She married?” “Yes.”

He frowned. “To that cop?’ “He's the chief of police.” “Bob Thorp.”

“That’s right.” “What’s she doing with hin?” She was baffled. She blinked at

him Cute little animal. He swore he could still snell her. She said, “Wat do
you nean?”

What | said. What s she doing with hinf

“Well. .. they're narried.”

“A worman |ike her with a big, dunmb cop.”

“He’s not dunb,” she said.

“Looks dunb to nme.” He thought about it for a nonent, and then he smiled. “Your
mai den nane’ s Brenda Thorp.”

“Yes.”

“Bob Thorp's your brother.”

“My ol dest brother.”

“Poor Bob.” He | eaned back in the sofa and folded his arns on his chest and

| aughed. “First | get to his kid sister—then | get to his wife.”

She sniled uncertainly. Nervously.
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“I"I'l have to be careful, won't [|?”

“Careful ?” she said.

“Bob maybe dunb, but he's big as a bull.”

“He isn't dunmb,” she insisted.

“I'n high school | dated a girl named Sophia.”

She was silent. Confused.

“Sophi a Brookman. God, | wanted her.”

“Loved her?”

“Love’s a lie. Anyth. It's bullshit. | just wanted to screw her. But she
dropped ne after a few dates and started going with this other guy, Joey Duncan
You know what Joey Duncan did after high school ?”

“How woul d | know?” “He went to junior college.” “So did I.”

“Took crimnology for a year.” “I majored in history.”

“He flunked out.” “Not me.”

“Ended up with the honme town police.”

“Just like ny brother.”

“I went to Harvard.”

“Did you really?”

“I was always a better dresser than Joey was. Besides that, he was as dull as a
post. | was much wittier than he was. Joey didn't read anything but the jokes in
Reader’s Digest. | read The New Yorker every week.”

“I don’t like either one.”

“In spite of all that, Sophia preferred him But you know what ?”

“What ?”

“I't was in The New Yorker that | first saw sonethi ng about sublinina
perception. Back in the fifties. An article, editorial,

maybe a little snippet at the bottomof a colum. | forget exactly what it was.
But that’'s what got ne started. Sonething in The New Yorker.”

Brenda si ghed. Fi dgeted.

“Tired of standing?” “Alittle.”

“Are you bored?”

“Kind of.”

“Bitch.”

She | ooked at the floor

“Get your clothes off.”

The lovely power. He was filled with it, brimmng with it—but it had changed.
At first it had seenmed to himlike a steady, exhilarating current. Part of the
time it was still like that, a soft hunming inside of him perhaps inmagi ned but
neverthel ess electrifying, a river of power on which he sailed in conplete
command. But occasionally now, for short periods, it felt not |ike a constant
flow but Iike a continuous and endl ess series of short, sharp bursts. The power
|i ke a submachine gun: tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat . . . The rhythmof it
affected him H s mnd spun. Thoughts adance, no thought finished, |eaping from
one thing to another: Joey Duncan, Harvard, key-lock, Mriam his nother,
dar k- eyed Sophi a, breasts, sex, Enmma Thorp, bitches, Dawson, Brenda, his grow ng
erection, his nother, Kl inger, Brenda, cunt, the power, jackboots, Emma's | egs—
“What now?”

She was naked.

He said, “Cone here.” Little aninmal.

“Cet down.”

“On the floor?”

“On your knees.” She got down.

“Beautiful animal.” “You like ne?”

“You'll do until.”

“Until what?”

“Until | get your sister-in-law”
“ Emma?”

“1"1l make hi mwatch.”
“Who?”
“That dunmb cop.”
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“He isn't dunb.”

“Lovely ass. You're horny, Brenda.”

“I"mgetting hot. Like before.”

“Cf course you are. Hotter and hotter.”

“I" m shaki ng.”

“You want me nore than you did before.”

“Do it to nme.”

“Hotter and hotter.”

“1" m—enbarrassed.”

“No. You aren’t.”

“Ch, God.”

“Feel good?”

“So good.”

“You don't look at all like Mriam” “Wo's Mrian®”
“The ol d bastard should see me now.” “Who? Mrian®?”
“He’d be outraged. Quote the Bible.” “Wo woul d?”
“Dawson. Probably can't even get it up.” “lI’mscared,” she said suddenly. “Of

what ?”
“l don’t know.”
“Stop being scared. You aren’'t scared.” “Ckay.”

“Are you scared?”
She smled. “No. You going to screw ne?” “Batter the hell out of you. Hot,
aren’t you?”

“Yes. Burning up. Do it. Now.” “Klinger and his dammed chorus girls.” “Klinger?”
“Probably queer anyway.”

“Are you going to do it?”

“Tear you up. Big as a horse.” “Yes. | want it. |I'"mhot.”

“I think naybe Mriam was queer.”

Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat

At five o' clock Monday afternoon, Buddy Pellineri, just out of bed with seven
hours to pass before he had to report to work at the mll, went to Edison’s

store to see if any new magazi nes had been put on the racks. H's favorites were
the ones that had a lot of pictures in them People, Travel, Nevada, Arizona

H ghways, Vernont Life, a few of the photography journals. He found two issues
that he didn't have and took themto the counter to pay for them

Jenny was at the cash register. She was wearing a white blouse with yell ow
flowers on it. Her long black hair |ooked freshly washed, thick and shiny. “You
| ook so pretty, Mss Jenny.”

“Why, thank you, Buddy.”

He bl ushed and wi shed he had said nothing. She said, “Is the world treating you
right?”

“No conplaints.”

“I"'mglad to hear it.”

“How rmuch | owe you?”

“Do you have two dol |l ars?”

He thrust a hand into his pocket, cane out with sonme change and runpled bills.
“Sure. Here.”

“You get three quarters in change,” she said.

“l thought they cost nore.”

“Now, you know you get a discount here.”

“I"I'l pay. Don’t want special treatnent.”

“You're a close friend of the famly,” she said, shaking a finger at him “We
give discounts to all close friends of the famly. Sam would be angry if you
didn't accept that. You put those quarters in your pocket.”

“Well . . . thanks.”

“You' re wel cone, Buddy.”

“I's Sam here?”

‘She pointed to the curtained doorway. “Upstairs. He's getting dinner

“I ought to tell him?”

“Tel | himwhat?” she asked.

“About this thing | saw.”
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“Can’t you tell nme?”

“Well . . . Better him”

“You may go up and see him if you like.”

The invitation frightened him He was never confortable in other people’s
houses. “You have cats up there?”

“Cats? No. No pets at all.”

He knew she wouldn’t lie to himbut then, cats turned up in the nost unexpected
pl aces. Two weeks after his nother died, he was asked to visit the parsonage.
Reverend Potter and Ms. Potter had taken himstraight to the parlor where she
had served honenade cakes and cookies. He sat on the divan, knees together,
hands in his lap. Ms. Potter nmade hot chocol ate. Reverend Potter poured for
everyone. The two of them sat opposite Buddy in a pair of w ng-backed chairs.
For a while everything was so nice. He ate the gingerbread and the little
cookies with red and green sugar on them and he drank the cocoa and sniled a | ot
and talked a little—and then a big white furry cat |eaped over his shoul der,
onto his lap, claws digging in for an instant, fromhis lap to the floor. He
didn’'t even know they had a cat. Was that fair? Not to tell hinP It had crept
onto the window sill behind the divan. How | ong had it been there? Al the while
he ate? Paral yzed with fear, unable to speak, wanting to scream he spilled his
chocol ate on the carpet and wet hinself. Peed in his pants right on the
preacher’s brocade divan. What a stain. It was awful. An awful day. He never

went back there again, and he stopped going to church as well, even if he nm ght
go to hell for that.
“ Buddy?”

She startled him *“Wat?”
“Do you want to go upstairs and see San®?”

Pi cking up his magazines, he said, “No. No. I'Il tell himsone tine. Sone other
time. Not now ” He started toward the door
“ Buddy?”

He gl anced back.

“I's sonething wong?” she asked.

“No.” He forced a laugh. “No. Nothing. World s treating ne okay.” He hurried out
of the store.

On the other side of Main Street, back in his two-roomapartnment, he went to the
bat hroom and peed, opened a bottle of Coca-Cola, and sat down at the kitchen
table to | ook at his nmagazines. First thing, he paged through both of them
search. ing for articles about cats and pictures of cats and advertisenents for
cat food. He found two pages in each magazi ne that offended him and he tore
them out at once, regardl ess of what was on the backs of them Methodically, he
ri pped each page. into hundreds of tiny pieces and threw the resultant heap of
confetti into the wastebasket. Only then was he prepared to relax and | ook at
the pictures.

Hal fway t hrough the first nagazine, he cane across an article about a team of
skin divers who were, it seemed to him trying to uncover an ancient treasure
ship. He couldn't read nore than two words out of five, but he studied the
pictures with great interest—and suddenly was rem nded of what he had seen in
the woods that night. Near the mill. Wen he was taking a pee. At a quarter of
five in the norning, on the day he’'d so carefully nmarked on his cal endar. Skin
divers. Coming down fromthe reservoir. Carrying flashlights. And guns. It was
such a silly thing, he couldn't forget it. Such a funny. . . such a scary thing.
They didn’t bel ong where he had seen them They hadn’'t been hunting for
treasure, not at night, not up in the reservoir.

What had they been doi ng?

He' d t hought about that for ever so long, but he sinply couldn't figure it out.
He wanted to ask sonmeone to explain it, but he knew they' d laugh at him

Last week, however, he realized that there was soneone in Black River who would
listen to him who would believe himand wouldn’t laugh no matter how silly the
story was. Sam Sam always had time for him even before his nother died. Sam
never made fun of himor talked down to himor hurt his feel-

ings. Furthernore, so far as Buddy was concerned, Sam Edi son was easily the
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smartest person in town. He knew just about everything; or Buddy thought he did.
If there was anyone who could explain to himwhat he had seen, it was Sam

On the other hand, he didn't want to look like a fool in Samis eyes. He was
determined to give himself every chance to work out the answer first. That was
why he had del ayed going to Sam since he had renenbered him | ast Wednesday.

A while ago in the store, he finally was ready to | et Samtake over his thinking
for him But Samwas upstairs, in roons that were unfanmiliar to Buddy, and that
rai sed the question of cats.

Now he had nore tinme to puzzle it out on his owmn. If Samwas in the store the
next tine Buddy went there, he would tell himthe story. But not for a few days
yet. He sat in the patterned | ate-afternoon sunlight that cane through the
curtain, drank Coca-Col a, and wonder ed.

8

Ei ght Months Earlier:

Sat urday, Decenber 18, 1976

I'N THE COWUTER CENTER of the seal ed wing of the G eenwi ch house, seven days
before Christmas, the nonitor boards and systens bul bs and cat hode-ray tubes and
gl owi ng scopes, although they were nostly red and green, had not reninded

Sal sbury of the holiday.

When he entered the room his first tinme there in nonths, Klinger |ooked around
at the lights and said, “Very Christnasy.”

Strangely enough, it was rather Christmasy.

However, because he hadn’'t perceived sonething which had registered with the
general in nere seconds, Sal sbury felt uneasy. For alnobst two years now, day and
ni ght, he had been telling hinself that he nmust be quicker, sharper, nore

cunni ng, and nore forward-thinking than either of his partners—f he was to keep
his partners fromeventually putting a bullet in his head and burying himat the
sout hern end of the estate beside Brian Kingman. Wi ch was surely what they had
in mnd for him And for each other. Either that or slavery through the keyl ock
program Therefore, it was quite disturbing to himthat Klinger-hairy,
flat-faced gorilla that he was—shoul d make, of all things, an aesthetic
observation before Sal sbhury hinself had nade it.

The Only way he could deal with his own uneasi ness was to

put the general off his stride as quickly as possible. “You can’'t snoke in here.
Put that out at once.”

Rolling the cheroot fromthe center of his thick lips to one side, Klinger said,

“Ch, surely—=>
“The delicate nmachinery,” Sal sbury said sharply, gesturing at the Christnasy
|ights.

Kl i nger took the slender cigar fromhis mouth and appeared to be about to drop
it on the floor.

“The waste can.”

When he had di sposed of the cheroot, the general said, “Sorry.”

Sal sbury said, “That’'s all right. You're not famliar with a place |ike this,
with conputers and all of that. You couldn’'t be expected to know.”

And he thought: Score one for ne.

“Where’'s Leonard?” Klinger asked.

“He won’t be here.”

“For such an inportant test?”

“He wishes it weren’'t necessary.”

“Pontius Pilate.”

“What ?”

Looking at the ceiling as if he could see through it, Klinger said, “Up there
washi ng his hands.”

Sal sbury wasn’t about to take part in any conversation neant to dissect or
anal yze Dawson. He had taken every neasure to protect hinself fromany attenpt
on Dawson’s part to plant bugs in his work area. He didn't believe it was
possi bl e for anyone to spy on himwhile he was in here. But he couldn’t be
positively, absolutely certain of that. Under the circunstances, he felt that
paranoi a was a rational vantage point fromwhich to view the world.

“What all have you got to show ne?” Klinger asked. “For a start, | thought you'd
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want to see a few print-outs fromthe key-lock program”

“I"'mcurious,” the general admitted.

Pi cking up a sheet of conputer paper that was folded |like an accordion into
dozens of eighteen-inch-l1ong sections, Salsbury said, “All three of our new
enpl oyees—=

“The mercenaries?”

“Yes. Al three of themwere given the drug and then shown a series of filns,
ostensibly as evening entertai nnent: The Exorcist, Jaws, and Bl ack Sunday, on
successi ve nights. These were, of course, very special copies of the filns.
Processed right here on the estate. | did the work personally. Printed each of
them over a different stage of the sublim nal program?”

“Why those three novies in particular?”

“l could have used any | wanted,” Sal sbury said. “I just chose them at random
fromLeonard's filmlibrary. The novie is sinply the package, not the content.
It merely establishes a reason for the subjects to stare at the screen for a
coupl e of hours while the sublimnal programis running below their recognition
threshold.” He handed the print-out to Klinger. “This is a second-by-second
verbal translation of the i mages appearing on the screen in the rheostatic film
whi ch begins simultaneously with the novie. Wierever the conputer prints ‘This
Legend’ it nmeans that the visual sublimnals have been interrupted by a

bl ock-letter nmessage on the rheostatic film a direct comand to the viewer.”

SUBJECT CODED—KEY LOCK
REVI SED PROGRAM STAGE ONE
STORAGE MATERI AL

PROGRAM STORED: 8/ 6/ 76

TH S PRI NT: 12/18/76

PRI NT

SECONDS SUBLI M NAL CONTENT

0001 NO CONTENT

0002 NO CONTENT

0003 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S BREASTS

0004 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S BREASTS

0005 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S BREASTS

0006 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S BREASTS

0007 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S BREASTS

0008 THI' S LEGEND—YQU WATCH

0009 THI' S LEGEND—YQU WATCH

0010 THI S LEGEND—YQU WATCH

0011 THI' S LEGEND—YQU WATCH

0012 THI' S LEGEND—YQU WATCH THI' S FI LM

0013 THI S LEGEND—YQU WATCH THI' S FI LM

0014 THI' S LEGEND—YQU WATCH THI S FI LM

0015 VI SUAL—BETUMESCENT PENI S

0016 VI SUAL—BETUMESCENT PENI S

0017 VI SUAL—BETUMESCENT PENI S

0015 VI SUAL—PEN S | N WOMAN' S HAND

0019 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0020 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0021 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0022 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0023 THI S LEGEND—YQU WATCH THI S FI LM

“The first sixty seconds do nothing but insure that the subject will pay close
attention to the rest of the novie,” Salsbury said. “Beginning with the second
m nute and conti nui ng throughout the novie, he is very carefully, very gradually
primed for stage two of the program and for eventual, total subm ssion to the
key-1 ock behavi or node.”

“Carefully and sl ow y—because of what happened to Brian Ki ngman?” the genera
asked.

“Because of what happened to Brian Kingman.”
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0061 VI SUAL—WOVAN FONDLI NG TESTI CLES

0062 VI SUAL—WOVAN FONDLI NG TESTI CLES

0063 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0064 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0065 VI SUAL—WOMAN STROKI NG PENI' S

0066 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0067 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0068 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0069 VI SUAL—ERECT PEN S

0070 VI SUAL—ERECT PEN S

0071 VI SUAL—ERECT PEN S

0072 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0073 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0074 VI SUAL—WOVAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0075 VI SUAL—WOVAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0076 VI SUAL—WOVAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0077 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0078 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0079 VI SUAL—POG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0060 VI SUAL—BOG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0081 VI SUAL—POG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0082 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0083 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0084 VI SUAL—NALE DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0085 VI SUAL—NALE DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0086 VI SUAL—NALE DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0087 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0088 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0089 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0090 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0091 VI SUAL—WOVAN S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0052 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0093 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0094 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOMAN' S PUBI C HAI R

0095 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0096 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOMAN' S PUBI C HAI R

0097 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0098 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0099 THI S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0100 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOMAN' S PUBI C HAI R

Kl inger said, “The penis doesn’t become erect until the viewer is to]d that
obedi ence to the key equals satisfaction.”

“That’s right. And you'll notice that both the man’s and wonman’s orgasns are
represented. This program would be effective with either sex.”

“Was all this taken from sone porno novi e?”

“I't was shot especially for me by a professional pornographic-filmmaker in New
York City,” Sal sbury said, pushing his glasses up on his nose and wi ping his
danmp forehead. “He was instructed to use only the nost attractive perforners. He
shot everything at regular light intensity, but | used a special process to
print below the recognition threshold. Then | intercut the sex footage with the
bl ock-1etter messages.” He unfol ded sone of the print-out. “This first sequence
| asts another forty seconds. Then there is a two-second pause, and anot her
message is presented in the sane fashion.”

0143 VI SUAL—WOVAN FI NGERI NG CLI TORI' S

0144 VI SUAL—WOVAN FI NGERI NG CLI TORI' S

0145 VI SUAL—MAN STROKI NG DETUMESCENT PENI S

0146 VI SUAL—MAN STROKI NG DETUMESCENT PENI S

0147 VI SUAL—NAN STROKI NG DETUVESCENT PENI S

0148 TH S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM FAI LURE

0149 TH S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM FAI LURE

0150 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM FAI LURE
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0151 VI SUAL—WOMAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0152 VI SUAL—WOMAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0153 VI SUAL—WOMAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

0154 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0155 THI' S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0156 VI SUAL—WOMAN DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0157 VI SUAL—WOMAN DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0155 VI SUAL-WWOVAN DOM NANT | NTERCOURSE

0159 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0160 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0161 VI SUAL—BPOG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0162 VI SUAL—BPOG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0163 VI SUAL—BPOG STYLE | NTERCOURSE

0164 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0165 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0166 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0167 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0168 VI SUAL—WOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0169 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0170 THI' S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY —FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0171 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOVAN' S BUTTOCKS

0172 THI' S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0173 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOVAN' S BUTTOCKS

0174 THI' S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY— FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE
0175 VI SUAL—AOMAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

“l see the pattern,” Klinger said. “How many of these ‘l|legends’ were there?”
They were standing at one of the conputer consoles. Saisbury’ |eaned over and
used t he keyboard.

One of the screens nounted on the wall began a line-print:
KEY/ LOCK STAGE ONE BLOCK—LETTER MESSAGES, | N ORDER OF
APPEARANCE, AS FOLLOWS:

01 OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

02 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE

03 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM FEAR

04 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM GUI LT

05 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM WORRY

06 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM MORAL CODES

07 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—REEDOM FROM RESPONSI BI LI TY

08 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—FREEDOM FROM DEPRESSI ON

09 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—FREEDOM FROM TENSI ON

10 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—CONTENTMENT

11 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—HAPPI NESS

12 SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—YOUR GREATEST DESI RE

Sal sbury touched a tab on the console.

The screen went bl ank.

“The series was repeated three tinmes through the film?”

“The same thing the second night?” Klinger asked. “No.” He picked up anot her
folded print-out fromthe seat of the console chair and exchanged it for the
stage one analysis. “The first minute is spent securing the. subjects’ undivided
attention, as it was in the first film The difference between stage one and
stage two becones evident starting with the second minute.”

0061 VI SUAL—WOMAN WEEPI NG

0062 VI SUAL—WOMAN WEEPI NG

0063 VI SUAL—WOMAN WEEPI NG

0064 VI SUAL—MNAN WEEPI NG

0065 VI SUAL—NMAN WVEEEPI NG

0066 THI S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0067 THI S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0065 VI SUAL—WOMAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG

0069 VI SUAL—WOMAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG
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0070 THI' S LEGEND- -REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0071 THI' S LEGEND- -REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0072 VI SUAL—NAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG

0073 VI SUAL—NMAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG

0074 THI' S LEGEND- -REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0075 THI' S LEGEND- -REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0076 VI SUAL—WOMAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG

0077 VI SUAL—MAN, COVERED W TH BLOOD, SCREAM NG

0076 THI S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PAI N

0079 THI' S LEGEND- —PAI N, PAIN, PAIN PAIN

0080 NO CONTENT

0081 NO CONTENT

0082 VI SUAL—WOMAN SM LI NG AT ERECT PENI S

“The second stage of the program alternates between negative reinforcenent and
positive reinforcenment,” Sal shury said. “The next twenty-five seconds are
devoted to a sex reinforcenent sequence nmuch |ike those you saw on the first
print-out. Skip ahead just a bit.”

0110 VI SUAL—WOLF' S FACE, SNARLI NG

0111 VI SUAL—WOLF' S FACE, SNARLI NG

0112 VI SUAL—SCORPI ON STI NG NG A MOUSE

0113 VI SUAL—SCORPI ON STI NG NG A MOUSE

0114 VI SUAL—EOFFI N

0115 VI SUAL—EOFFI N

0116 VI SUAL—EOFFI N

0117 THI' S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—BEATH

0118 THI' S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—BEATH

0119 VI SUAL—HUMAN SKULL

0120 VI SUAL—HUMAN SKULL

0121 VI SUAL—ROTTI NG CORPSE

0122 THI' S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—BEATH

0123 VI SUAL—ROTTI NG CORPSE

0124 THI' S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—BEATH

Looking up fromthe print-out, Klinger said, “Do you nmean that death is as
effective as sex in sublimnal persuasion?”

“Nearly so, yes. In advertising, sublimnals can be used to establish the sane
sort of notivational equation with death as with sex. According to Wl son Bryan
Key, who wote a book about the nature of subceptive nmanipulation a few years
back, the first use of death inmages m ght have cone in a Calvert Wi skey ad that
appeared in a nunber of magazines in 1971. Since then hundreds of death synbols
have becone standard tools of the major ad agencies.”

Putting down the second print-out, the general said, “Wat about the third
stage? What was hidden in the filmyou showed themon the third ni ght?”

Sal sbury had another |ength of conputer paper. “In the beginning, this one just
rei nforces and strengthens the nmessages and effects of the first two filns. It’s
broken down into tenths of seconds in sone places because by this tine the
subjects are prinmed for faster input, rapid-fire conmands. Like the others, it
really begins with the second minute.”

0060 00 VI SUAL—AOVAN S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0061 00 TH S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0061 05 VI SUAL—PENI S EJACULATI NG

0062 00 VI SUAL—AOVAN' S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0062 05 TH S LEGEND—OBEDI ENCE TO THE KEY—SATI SFACTI ON

0063 00 VI SUAL—WOVAN VEEPI NG

0063 03 VI SUAL—MAN WEEPI NG

0063 06 VI SUAL—WOLF' S FACE, SNARLI NG

0063 09 VI SUAL—SCORPI ON STI NG NG A MOUSE

0064 02 VI SUAL—EOFFI N

0064 05 TH S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—BEATH

0065 00 VI SUAL—WOVAN Kl SSI NG PENI' S

0065 05 VI SUAL—PENI S SLI DI NG BETWVEEN WOMAN' S BREASTS
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0065 08 VI SUAL—PENI S ENTERI NG VAG NA

0066 00 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—FREEDOM FROM FAI LURE

0066 05 VI SUAL—SEVERED, BLOODY HUMAN ARM

0066 08 VI SUAL—ROTTI NG CORPSE

Farther on, both the tenmpo and the envotional inpact of the inages increased
drastically:

0800 00 VI SUAL—HUVAN HEAD W TH GUNSHOT WOUND

0800 02 VI SUAL—BPEAD VI ETNAMVESE BABY

0800 04 VI SUAL—MAGCOTS | N Pl ECE OF BEEF

0800 06 VI SUAL—RAT' S FACE, SNARLI NG

0800 07 VI SUAL—WOLF' S FACE, SNARLI NG

0800 08 VI SUAL—EOFFI N

0600 09 VI SUAL—MAGCOTS | N Pl ECE OF BEEF

0801 00 THI S LEGEND—REFUSAL TO OBEY THE KEY—PEATH

0801 02 VI SUAL—ERECT PEN S

0801 04 VI SUAL—WOVAN S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

0801 06 VI SUAL—FONGUE ON CLI TORI S

0801 08 VI SUAL—WOVAN Kl SSI NG PENI S

0801 09 VI SUAL—PENI S I N VAG NA

0802 00 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOMAN' S PUBI C HAI R

0802 01 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON TO THE KEY—YOUR GREATEST DESI RE

Much farther on, faster and faster:

2400 00 VI SUAL—PEAD BABY' S FACE, CLOSE-UP

2400 01 VI SUAL—MAGGOTS | N HORSE MANURE

2400 02 THI S LEGEND—REFUSE THE KEY: DEATH

2400 03 VI SUAL—MAN FI NGERI NG CLI TORI' S

2400 04 VI SUAL—WOVAN LI CKI NG PENI S

2400 05 THIS LEGEND—SUBM T TO THE KEY: HAPPI NESS

2400 06 VI SUAL—STEAM NG ENTRAI LS OF COW

2400 07 TH S LEGEND—REFUSAL: PAI N

2400 08 TH S LEGEND- —REFUSAL: DEATH

2400 09 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON | NTO WOVAN' S MOUTH

2401 00 VI SUAL—WOVAN S FACE EXPRESSI NG ECSTASY

2401 01 THI S LEGEND —SUBM SSI ON:  HAPPI NESS

2401 02 TH S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON:  BLI SS

Eventual ly, there was less tine given to the notivating i mages and nore to the
di rect comuands:

3600 00 VI SUAL—MAGCOTS | N Pl ECE OF BEEF

3600 01 THI S LEGEND—REFUSAL: DEATH

3600 02 VI SUAL—PEAD CAT

3600 03 THI S LEGEND- —-©BEY THE KEY

3600 04 THI S LEGEND—EBEY, OBEY, OBEY

3600 05 VI SUAL—WOVAN LI CKI NG PENI S

3600 06 THI S LEGEND—SUBM SSI ON: LI FE

3600 0? THI S LEGEND— OBEY THE KEY

3600 08 VI SUAL—EJACULATI ON ON WOMAN' S THI GH

3600 09 TH S LEGEND—OBEY THE KEY

3600 10 THI S LEGEND—+I FE, LIFE, LIFE

“That pace is nmaintained straight through to the end of the film” Sal sbury
said. “During the last fifteen mnutes, while all of this sex and death input
continues, the concept of the key-lock code phrases is also introduced and

i npl anted permanently in the viewer’'s deep subconscious mnd.”

“That’s all there is to it?”

“Thanks to the drug that primes themfor the sublimnals—yes, that’s all there
istoit.”

“And they don't realize they ve seen any of it.”

“I'f they did know, the program would have no effect on them It has to speak
solely to the subconscious in order to pass the natural reasoning ability of the
conscious nmind.”

Klinger pulled the command chair away fromthe console and sat down. His |eft
hand was curled in his lap. It was so matted with black hair that it reninded
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Sal sbury of a sewer rat. The general petted it with his other hand while he
considered the print-outs he had just seen. At last he said, “Qur three
nmercenari es. Wien did they conplete the third stage of the progrant”

“Thirty days ago. |’'ve been observing them and testing their subm ssiveness for
the past few weeks.”

“Any of themreact at all as Kingman did?”

“They all had bad dreans,” Saishury said. “Probably about what they had seen on
the rheostatic screen. None of themcould recall. Furthernore, they all had
severe night chills and mild nausea. But they lived.”

“Encount ered any other probl ens?”

“None.”

“No weak spots in the progran? No nonments when they refused to obey you?”
“None at all, so far. In a few mnutes, after we’'ve put themto the ultimte
test, we'll know whether or not we have absolute control of them If not, 1’1
start over. |If we do—hanpagne.”

Kl i nger sighed. “lI suppose this is sonmething we have to know. | suppose this
|ast test is entirely necessary.”

“Entirely.”

“I don't like it.”

“Weren’t you an officer in Vietnan?”

“What's that got to do with this?”

“You' ve sent nen to die before.”

Gimacing, Klinger said, “But always with honor. Always with honor. And there's
sure as hell no honor in what's going to happen here.”

Honor, Sal sbury thought acidly. You're as big an idiot as Leonard. There isn't
any heaven, and there’'s no such thing as honor. Al that counts is getting what
you want. You know that and | know that and even Leonard, when he’s hunbl ed Over
his fruit cup at a Wiite House prayer breakfast with Billy G aham and the
President, knows that—but |I'mthe only one of us who will admt it to hinself.
Getting to his feet, Klinger said, “Ckay. Let's finish this. Were are they?”
“In the next room Witing.”

“They know what they’'re going to do?”

“No.” Sal shury went to his desk, thunbed a button on the

intercom and spoke into the wire grid. “Rossner, Hol brook, and Picard. Cone in
now. We're ready for you.”

A few seconds | ater the door opened, and three nen filed inside.

“Co to the center of the room” Sal sbury said.

They did as he directed.

“You' ve al ready opened themw th the code phrase?” Klinger asked.

“Before you cane.”

The first of them in spite of the fact that he was in his late thirties or
early forties, |ooked |ike a dangerous street-corner punk. Slimbut hard and
wiry. Five feet ten. Dark conpl exion. Dark brown hair conbed strai ght back and
graying at the tenples. A way of standing with his feet apart and nost of his
wei ght on his toes so that he was always prepared to nove and nove quickly. His
face was pinched, his eyes a bit too close together, his lips thin and
grayi sh- pi nk above a pointed chin.

“This is Rossner,” Salshury told Klinger. “denn Rossner. Anmerican. He's been a
free-lance soldier for sixteen years.”

“Hel l 0,” Rossner said.

“None of you is to speak unless spoken to,” Salsbury said. “ls that understood?”
Three voices: “Yes.”

The second man was approximately the sane age as the first; otherw se, he could
not have been less |like Rossner. Six feet two. Husky. Fair conpl exion

Reddi sh-bl ond hair cropped close to his head. A broad face. Heavy jows. His

st em expressi on had been held for so many years that it seenmed graven in his
flesh. He |l ooked like the sort of father who nade arbitrary rules, used corpora
puni shrent with a child at |least twice a week, tal ked tough, acted bul |l headed,
and turned sons |like denn Rossner into street-corner punks.

Sal sbury said, “This is Peter Hol brook. He's British. He's been a nercenary for
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twenty years, ever since he was twenty-two.”

The last nan was no older than thirty, and he was the only one of the three who
coul d be called handsone. Six feet. Lean

and nuscul ar. Thick brown hair. A broad brow. Peculiar green-gray eyes with | ong
| ashes that any woman woul d have been proud to have for her own. Very
rectangul ar features and an especially strong jaw line and chin. He sonewhat
resenbl ed the young Rex Harrison

“Mchel Picard,” Sal sbury said. “French. Speaks fluent English. He's been a
mercenary for four years.”

“Which will it be?” Klinger asked.

“Picard, | think.”

“Let’s get on with it, then.”

Sai sbury turned to Rossner and said, “denn, there’s a folded canvas drop cloth
on ny desk. Bring it here.”

Rossner went to the desk, cane back with the cloth.

“Peter, you help himunfold it on the floor.”

A mnute |ater the nine-foot-square canvas sheet was spread out in the mddle of
the room

“Mchel, stand in the nmddle of the cloth.” The Frenchman obeyed.

“M chel, what am|?”

“You are the key.”

“And what are you?”

“I amthe | ock.”

“You will do what | tell you to do.” “Yes. O course,” Picard said.

“Rel ax, Mchel. You are very relaxed.” “Yes. | feel fine.”

“You are very happy.”

Picard snil ed

“You will remain happy, regardless of what happens to you in the next few

m nutes. |s that understood?”

“Yes.”

“You will not attenpt to stop Peter and @ enn fromcarrying out the orders

give them regardless of what those orders are. |s that understood?”

"Yes."

Taking a three-foot | ength of heavy nylon cord froma pocket of his white

| aboratory snock, Sal sbury said, “Peter, take this.

Slip it about Mchel’'s neck as if you were going to strangle hi mbut proceed no
further than that.”

Hol br ook stepped behind the Frenchnan and | ooped the cord around his throat.

“M chel, are you rel axed?”

“Ch, yes. Qite relaxed.”

“Your hands are at your sides now. You will keep themat your sides until | tell
you to nove them”

Still smling, Picard said, “All right.”

“You will smle as long as you are able to snile.”

“Yes.”

“And even when you are no longer able to snmile, you'll knowthis is for the
best.”

Picard snil ed

“denn, you will observe. You will not becone involved in the little drana these
two are about to act out.”

“lI won’'t becone involved,” Rossner said.

“Peter, you will do what | tell you.” The big nman nodded. “Wthout hesitation.”
“Wthout hesitation.” “Strangle M chel.”

If the Frenchnman's smile slipped, it was only by the slightest fraction

Then Hol brook jerked on both ends of the cord.

Picard’ s nmouth flew open. He seenmed to be trying to scream but he had no voi ce.
He began to gag.

Al t hough Hol brook was wearing a | ong-sl eeved shirt, Salsbury could see the
nmuscl es bunching and straining in his thick arns.

Each desperate breath that Picard drew produced a thin, rattling wheeze. His
eyes bul ged. Hi s face was fl ushed.
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“Pull tighter,” Salsbury told Hol brook

The Englishman obliged. A fierce grin, not of hunor but of effort, seened to
transformhis face into a death' s head.

Picard fell against Hol brook

Hol br ook stepped back

Picard went to his knees.

Hi s hands were still at his sides. He was naking no effort to save hinself.
“Jesus junp to hell,” Klinger said, amazed, nunbed, unable to speak above a
whi sper.

Shuddering, convul sing, Picard |ost control of his bladder and bowel s.

Sal sbury was pl eased that he had thought to provide the canvas dropcl oth.
Seconds | ater Hol brook stepped away from Picard, his task conpleted. The garrote
had made deep, angry red inpressions in the palns of his hands.

Sal sbury took another length of cord from another pocket in his snock and gave
it to Rossner. “Do you know what that is, denn?”

“Yes.” He had watched i npassively as Hol brook nurdered the Frenchman.

“denn, | want you to give the cord to Peter.” Wthout even pausing to think
about it, Rossner placed the second garrote in the Englishman’s hands.

“Now turn your back to Peter.”

Rossner turned.

“Are you rel axed, d enn?”

“Relax. Be calm Don't worry about anything at all. That's an order.”

The lines in Rossner’s face softened.

“How do you feel, denn?”

“Rel axed.”

“Good. You won't try to keep Peter from obeying the orders |I give him
regardl ess of what those orders are.”

“I won’t interfere,” Rossner said.

Sal sbury turned to the Englishman. “Loop that cord around G enn’'s neck as you
did with Mchel.”

Wth an expert flip and twi st of the garrote, Hol brook was in position. He
wai ted for orders.

“denn,” Sal shury said, “are you tense?”

“No. I'mrel axed.”

“That's fine. Just fine. You will continue to be relaxed. Now, |I'mgoing to tel
Peter to kill you—and you are going to pernit himto do that. Is that clear?”
"Yes. | understand.” His placid expression didn't waver.

Don t you want to |ive?

“Yes. Yes, | want to live.”

“Then why are you willing to die?”

“I +—= He | ooked confused.

“You are willing to die because refusal to obey the key neans pain and death
anyway. Isn’t that right,, denn?”

“That’s right.”

Sal sbury watched the two nen closely for signs of panic. There were none. Nor
even any of stress.

The stench from M chel Picard s foul ed body was nearly overpowering and getting
Wor se.

Rossner surely knew what was about to happen to him He had seen M chel die, had
been told he would die in the same way. Yet he stood unnoving, apparently

unaf rai d.

He was willing to commt what anpbunted to suicide rather than di sobey the key.
In fact disobedience was literally inconceivable to him

“Total control,” the general said. “Yet they don't |ook or behave |ike zonbies.”
“Because they aren’'t. There’'s nothing supernatural involved. Just the ultimate

i n behavi or nodification techniques.” Sal shury was elated. “Peter, give ne the
cord. Thank you. You have both done well. Exceptionally well. Now, | want you to
wap Mchel’s body in the canvas and nove it to the next room Wit there unti

I have additional orders for you.”

As if they were a pair of ordinary | aborers talking about how to nove a | oad of
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bricks fromhere to there, Rossner and Hol brook quickly discussed the job at
hand. When they had decided on the best way to roll and carry the corpse, they
set to work

“Congratul ations,” Klinger said. He was perspiring. Cool, dry, steady-eyed Ernst
Kl'i nger was sweating |ike a pig.

What do you think of the conputer |ights now? Sal sbury

wondered. Do they look as Christnasy as they did ten mnutes ago?

The conputer room snelled of |enons. Sal sbury had used an aerosol spray to get
rid of the odor of feces and urine.

He took a bottle of whiskey fromhis desk drawer and poured hinself a shot to
cel ebrate.

Kl i nger had a double shot to steady his nerves. Wien he had tossed it back he
sai d, “And now what ?”

“The field test.”

“You' ve nentioned that before. But why? Wiy can’'t we go ahead with the Mddle
East plan as Leonard outlined it in Tahoe, nearly two years ago? W know the
drug works, don't we? And we know the sublininals work.”

“l achieved the desired results with Hol brook, Rossner, and poor Picard,”

Sal sbury said, sipping his whiskey. “But it doesn’t necessarily follow that
everyone will react as they have. | can't possibly have conplete confidence in
the programuntil |’ve treated and observed and tested a few hundred subjects of
bot h sexes and of all ages. Furthernore, our three nercenaries were treated and
responded in controlled lab situations. Before we can take the extraordi nary
risks involved with sonething |ike the Mddl e East plan—where we’ve got to
create a new sublimnal series for another culture and in another |anguage—
we've sinply got to know what the results will be in the field.”

Kl'i nger poured himnself another shot of whiskey. As he lifted the glass to his
lips, a look of fear flitted across his face. It lasted no nore than a second or
two. Pretending to be thinking about the field test, he stared at the liquor in
his glass and then at the bottle on the desk and then at Sal shury’s gl ass.
Laughi ng, Sal sbury said, “Don’t worry, Ernst. | wouldn’t slip the drug into ny
own Jack Daniels. Besides, you' re not a potential subject. You re ny partner.”
Kl i nger nodded. Neverthel ess, he put his glass down wi thout tasting the whiskey.
“Where woul d you run a field test like this?”

“Black River, Maine. It's a small town near the Canadi an border.”

“Wy t here?”

Sal sbury went to the nearest programming console and typed out an order to the
conputer. As he typed he said, “Two nonths ago | drew a list of the basic
requirenents for the ideal test site.”

Al of the screens began to present the sane infornation:

KEY/ LOCK FI ELD TEST DATA, AS FOLLOWE:

1A. SITE SHOULD BE SMALL TOWN, YET PROVI DE SUFFI CI ENT NUMBER OF SUBJECTS FOR
STATI STI CAL ACCURACY

1B. BLACK RI VER, MAI NE—POPULATI ON 402 LUVBER CAMP—POPULATI ON 188

ADDI TI ONAL POPULATION WTHIN 5 M LES—NONE

“Lumber canp?” Klinger asked.

“It’s a conmpany town for Big Union Supply. Nearly everyone in Black River works
for Big Union or services the people who do. The conpany maintains a full-scale
canmp—barracks, mess hail, recreation facilities, the whole works—near their

pl anned forests for unmarried | oggers who don't want to go to the expense of
renting a roomor an apartnment in the village.”

2A. SI TE SHOULD BE GEOGRAPHI CALLY | SOLATED BY CURRENT SCOCI AL STANDARDS

2B. FI RST NEAREST TOMN TO BLACK RI VER—30 M LES

SECOND NEAREST TOMWN TO BLACK RI VER—62 M LES

LAND ROUTES TO BLACK RI VER—& STATE H GHWAY, 2—+ANE

—31 RAILROAD LI NE, ONLY I NDUSTRI AL TRAFFI C

Rl VER ROUTES TO BLACK Rl VER—RI VER NAVI GABLE, NO REGULAR TRAFFI C

Al RFI ELD FACI LI TI ES AT BLACK RI VER—NONE

3A. SITE SHOULD BE W THI N RECEPTI ON RANGE OF ONE OR MORE TELEVI SI ON STATI ONS
3B. STATI ONS RECEI VED I N BLACK RI VER—1 ANMERI CAN

1 CANADI AN
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“There’s an interesting bit of additional data that goes with that one,”

Sal sbury said. “The American station is owned by a subsidiary of Futurex. It
plays a lot of old novies at night and on weekends. We'Il be able to get copies
of the station’s program schedul es well in advance. W can prepare sublinmnally
augnented prints of the novies they' re going to show and switch those for the
original prints in the station’s filmlibrary.”

“That’s a bit of |uck.”

“Saves us sone tine. O herw se, Futurex would have had to acquire one of the
stations, and that could take years.”

“But how can you be certain the people in Black River will watch these novies
you’ ve doct ored?”

“They're going to be inundated with sublimnals in a variety of media that wll
command themto watch. For instance, the Dawson Foundation for Christian Ethics
wi Il run dozens of public service comercials on both the Canadi an and Anerican
stations, two days in advance of the novies. Each of these comrercials will
harbor very strong sublimnal commands directing the people in town and in the

| unber canp to tune in at the right tinme on the right channel. W' Il also do
direct mail advertising for several of Leonard's conpani es—as a neans of getting
even nore subceptive nmessages to them Everyone in town will receive ads in the
mai | and sone free gifts |like soap sanples, shanpoo sanples, and free rolls of
photographic film The advertisenments and the sanples will be packaged in
wrappers rich in sublimnal commands to watch .a certain television station at a
certain hour on a certain day. Even if the subject throws the piece of mail away
wi thout opening it, he'll be affected, because the envel opes will also be
printed over with sublimnal nessages. The maj or nagazi nes and newspapers
entering Black River during the period of programming will carry ads full of
subceptive commands that direct the people to watch the novies.” He was getting
a bit breathless in his recital. “A notion picture theater could not ordinarily
prosper in a town the size of Black River. But Big Union runs one as a service
to the town. During the sumrer, every day but Sunday, there’'s a nmmtinee show for
children. The prints of the filns shown at those nmatinees will be our prints,
with sublimnals urging the children to watch the tel evision novies that will
contain the key-lock program All radio stations reaching the area will carry’
special thirty-second spot ads, hundreds of them wi th subaudial sublinna
directives. These account for only half our nethods. By the time all of this
washes through the community, everyone will be in front of a tel evision set at
the right tine.”

“What about the people who don’t have tel evision sets?” Klinger asked.

“There’s not nmuch to do in a place as isolated as Black River,” Sal shury said.
“The recreation hall in the canp has ten sets. Virtually everyone in town owns a
set. Those who don't will be directed, by the first wave of prelimnary
sublimnals, to watch the novies at a friend's house. O with a relative or

nei ghbor.”

For the first time, Klinger |ooked at Sal sbury with respect. “Incredible.”
“Thank you.”

“What about the drug? How will that be introduced?”

Sal sbury finished his whiskey. He felt wonderful. “There are only two sources of
food and beverage within the site. The |lunber canp nen get what they want from
the nmess hall. In town everyone buys from Edi son’s General Store. Edison has no

conpetition. He even supplies the town’s only diner. Now, both the ness hall and
the general store receive their goods fromthe sanme food whol esal er in Augusta.”
“Ahhh,” the general said. He sniled.

“It’s a perfect commando operation for Hol brook and Rossner. They can break into
t he whol esal er’ s warehouse at night and qui ckly contam nate several different
itens set aside for shipnent to Black River.” He pointed to the cathode-ray
tubes where the list of requirenents for an ideal site was being reprinted.
“Nunber four.”

Klinger |ooked at the screen to his |eft.

4A. SITE SHOULD HAVE RESERVO R THAT SERVES NO LESS THAN

90 PERCENT OF TOTAL POPULATI ON
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4B. BLACK RI VER RESERVO R SERVES—2100 PERCENT OF TOAN RESI DENTS
—3100 PERCENT OF LUMBER
CAMP RESI DENTS

“Ordinarily, in a backwoods village like this,” Salsbury said, “each house woul d
have its own fresh-water well. But the mll needs a reservoir for industria

pur poses, so the town benefits.”

“How did you choose Bl ack River? Were did you learn all of this stuff?”

Sal sbury depressed a tab on the progranm ng keyboard and cl eared the screen. “In
1960, Leonard bankrolled a conpany named Statistical Profiles Incorporated. It
does all the marketing research for his other conpani es—and for conpani es he
doesn’t own. It pays for a trunk line to the Census Bureau data banks. \Ve used
Statistical Profiles to run a search for the ideal test site. O course, they
didn’'t know why we were interested in a town that net these particul ar

requi renents.”

Frowni ng, the general said, “How many people at Statistical Profiles were
involved in the search?”

“Two,” Sal sbury said. “1I know what you're thinking. Don't worry. They're both
scheduled to die in accidents well before we begin the field test.”
“l suppose we’' |l send Rossner and Hol brook to contami nate the reservoir.”

“Then we get rid of them?”

The general raised his bushy eyebrows. “Kill then®”

“Or order themto conmit suicide.”

“Why not just tell themto forget everything they' ve done, to wipe it fromtheir
m nds?”

“That m ght save them from prosecution if things went badly wong. But it

woul dn’t save us. W can’t wipe fromour mnds all menory of what we had them
do. If problens develop with the field test, serious problens that throw our
entire Operation in the garbage, and if it turns out that Rossner and Hol br ook
were seen at the reservoir or left any clues behi nd—

well, we don’t want the authorities to connect us with G enn and Peter.”

“What problens could arise that would be that serious?”

“Anyt hing. Nothing. | don’t know.”

After he bad thought about it for a while, Klinger said, “Yes, | suppose you're
right.”

“I know | am”

“Have you set a date yet? For the field test?”

“We should be ready by August,” Sal sbury sai d.

9
Fri day, August 26, 1977
TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT-TAT . . Since his experience with Brenda Macki m on Monday,

Sal sbury had been able to resist tenptation. At any tine he could have taken
full control of another good-l|ooki ng woman, coul d have raped her and erased al
menory of the act fromher mind. He took strength fromthe know edge that the
bitches were his for the asking. Wenever he could honestly conclude that the
field test was a smashi ng success, and that no danger of discovery existed, he
woul d screw every one of themthat he wanted. The bitches. Animals. Little

ani mal s. Dozens of them Al of them Because he knew the future held an al nost
endl ess orgy for him be was able to cop; if only tenmporarily, with his desire.
He went from house to house, using the key-lock code phrase, interview ng his
subj ects, observing and testing. Denying hinself. Wrking hard. Doing his job.
So strict with hinself. . . He was proud of his will power.

This nmorning his will power shattered. For the past four nights, his sleep had
been di sturbed by grotesque dreans that featured his nmother and Mriam and
sudden vi ol ence and bl ood and an eerie, indescribable atnosphere of perverted
sex. Wien he came awake this nmorning, shouting and flailing at the bedcl ot hes,
he t hought of Emma Thor p—deep cl eavage in an orange sweater—and she seened to
himlike an antidote for the poisons that had churned through himwhile he slept
he had to have her, was going to have her, today, soon, and to hell wth

sel f-deni al .

The snmooth stream of power in himwas again transformed into a rhythmc,
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alternating current, crackling across countless arcs, a hundred nillion
synapses. Hi s thoughts ricocheted with great energy from one subject to another,
submachi ne-gun thoughts: tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat

At 7:45 he left Pauline Vicker's room ng house and went to the cafe on the
square

The sky was cl oudy, the air hum d.

At 8:25 he finished breakfast and | eft the cafe.

At 8:40 he reached the Thorps’' place, the Last house on Union Road, next to the
river.

He rang the doorbell tw ce.

The chief of police hinself answered. He hadn’t gone to work yet. Good.
Wonder f ul .

Sal sbury said, “lI amthe key.”
“I amthe lock.”
“Let ne in.”

Bob Thorp stepped out of his way, let himby, then closed the door after him
“I's your wife here?” “Yes.”

“Your son?”

“He’s here too.”

“Anyone el se?”

“Just you and ne.” “Your son’'s nane?” “Jereny.”

“Where are they?” “In the kitchen.”

“Take ne to them” Thorp hesitated.

“Take ne to them”

They went al ong a narrow but brightly papered hal |l way.

The kitchen was nmodem and stylish. Mediterranean cupboards and fi xtures.
Coppertone refrigerator and upright freezer. A microwave oven. A television set
was suspended fromthe

ceiling in one corner and angled toward the big round table by the w ndow.
Jerenmy was at the table, eating eggs and toast, facing the hall. To the boy's
right, Emma sat with one el bow on the table, drinking a glass of orange juice.
She was wearing a blue, floor-length corduroy housecoat. Her hair was as gol den
and full as he renenmbered it. As she turned to ask her husband who had rung the
bell, he saw that her lovely face was still soft with sleep—and for sonme reason
that aroused him

She said, “Bob? Wo's this?”

Sal sbury said, “I amthe key.”

Two voi ces responded.

At 8:55, nmaking the weekly trip into town to lay in a fresh supply of

peri shabl es, Paul Annendal e braked at the end of the gravel road, |ooked both
ways, then turned left Onto Main Street.

Fromthe back seat Mark said, “Don’t take nme all the way to Sanis place. Let nme
out at the square.”

Looking in the rearview mrror, Paul said, “Were are you going?”

Mark patted the |arge canary cage that stood on the seat beside him The

squi rrel danced about and chattered. “I want to take Buster to see Jereny.”

Swi veling around in her seat and | ooking back at her brother, Rya said, “Wy
don’t you adnmit that you don't go over to their house to see Jereny? W all know
you've got a crush on Emma.”

“Not so!” Mark said in such a way that he proved absolutely that what she said
was true.

“Ch, Mark,” she said exasperatingly.

“Well, it’s alie,”™ Mark insisted. “lI don't have a crush on Emma. |’'m not sone
sappy kid.”

Rya turned around agai n.

“No fights,” Paul said. “We'll |leave Mark off at the square with Buster, and

there will be no fights.”

* k* %

Sal sbury said, “Do you understand that, Bob?”
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“l understand.”

“You will not speak unless spoken to. And you will not nove fromthat chair
unless | tell you to nove.”

“l won’t nove.”

“But you' |l watch.”

“1"1'l watch.”

“Jereny?”

“I"I'l watch too.”

“Wat ch what ?” Sal sbury asked.

“Wat ch you—screw her.”

Dunb cop. Dunb ki d.

He stood by the sink, |eaned against the counter. “Conme here, Emma.”

She got up. Cane to him

“Take off your robe.”

She took it off. She was wearing a yellow bra and yell ow panties with three
enbroidered red flowers at the left hip.

“Take off your bra.”

Her breasts fell free. Heavy. Beautiful

“Jereny, did you know your nother |ooked so nice?”

The boy swal | owed hard. “No.”

Thorp’s hands were on the table. They had curled into fists.

“Rel ax, Bob. You're going to enjoy this. You re going to love it. You can’t wait
far me to have her.”

Thorp’ s hands opened. He | eaned back in his chair. Touching her breasts, staring
into her shimrering green eyes, Salsbury had a delightful idea. Marvel ous.
Exciting. He said, “Enma, | think this would be nore enjoyable if you resisted
me a bit. Not seriously, you understand. Not physically. Just keep asking ne not
to hurt you. And cry.”

She stared at him

“Could you cry for ne, Emm?”

“I"mso scared.”

“Good! Excellent! | didn't tell you to relax, did |I? You should be scared.
Dammed scared. And obedient. Are you frightened enough to cry, Enma?”
She shivered. “You're very firm” She said nothing. “Cry for nme.” “Bob.

“He can't help you.” He squeezed her breasts. “M/ son

“He’s watching. It's all right if he watches. Didn’t he suck these when he was a
baby?”

Tears forned at the corners of her eyes.

“Fine,” he said. “Ch, that’'s sweet.”

Mark could only carry the squirrel and the cage for fifteen or twenty steps at a
time. Then he had to put it down and shake his arnms to get the pain out of them
“Cup your breasts with your hands.” She did as she was told.

She wept.

“Pull on the nipples.”

“Don’t make me do this.”

“Come on, little animal.”

At first, upset by all the jerking and shaking and swi nging of his cage, Buster
ran in tight little circles and squealed |ike an injured rabbit.

“You sound like a rabbit,” Mark told himduring one of the rest stops.

Bust er squeal ed, unconcerned with his inmage.

“You shoul d be ashaned of yourself. You re not a dunb bunny. You're a squirrel.”
In front of Edison’s store, as he was closing the car door, Paul Saw sonet hing
gl eam on the back seat. “Wat’s that?”

Rya was still in the car, undoing her safety belt. “Wat’'s what?”

“On the back seat. It’'s the key to Buster’'s cage.”

Rya squirnmed into the back seat. “1'd better take it to him”

“He won't need it,” Paul said. “Just don’t lose it.”

“No,” she said. “1'd better take it to him He'll want to |l et Buster out so he

can show off for Ema.”
“Who are you—€upi d?”
She grinned at him
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“Unzip ny trousers.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Do it!”

She di d.

“Enj oyi ng yoursel f, Bob?”

“Yes.”

He | aughed. “Dunb cop.”

By the tinme he reached the edge of the Thorp property, Mark had found a better
way to grip the cage. The new nmethod didn't strain his arnms so nuch, and he
didn’'t have to stop every few yards to rest.

Bust er had becone so upset by the erratic novenent of his pen that he had

st opped squealing. He was gripping the bars with all four feet, hanging on the
side of the cage, very stiU and quiet, frozen as if he were in the woods and had
just seen a predator creeping through the brush

“They' || be eating breakfast,” Mark said. “We'll go around to the back door.”
“Squeeze it.” She did

“ Hot ?”

“Yes.”

“Little animal .”

“Don’t hurt me.” “Is it hard?”
“Yes.” Crying.

“Bend over.”

Sobbi ng, shaki ng, begging himnot to hurt her, she did as she had been told. Her
face glistened with tears. She was al nost hysterical. So beautiful..

Mar k was passing the kitchen wi ndow when he heard the worman crying. He stopped
and |istened closely to the broken words, the pitiful pleas that were punctuated
by long sobs. He knew at once that it was Emma.

The wi ndow was only two feet away, and it seened to beckon him He couldn't
resist. He went to it.

The curtains were drawn shut, but there was a narrow gap between them He
pressed his face to the w ndowpane.

10

Si xteen Days Earlier

Wednesday, August 10, 1977

AT TRREE O CLOCK in the norning, Salsbury joined Dawson in the first-floor study
of the G eenw ch house.

“Have they begun al ready?”

“Ten minutes ago,” Dawson sai d.

“What’'s comi ng in?”

“Exactly what we’d hoped for.”

Four nen sat on strai ght-backed chairs around a nmassive wal nut desk, one at each
side of it. They were all household servants: the butler, the chauffeur, the
cook, and the gardener. Three nonths ago the entire staff of the house had been
given the drug and treated to the sublimnal program and there was no | onger
any need to hide the project fromthem On occasion, as now, they nade very
useful tools. There were four tel ephones on the desk, each connected to an
infinity transmitter. The nmen were referring to lists of Black R ver tel ephone
nunbers, dialing, listening for a few seconds or a minute, hanging up and

di al i ng agai n.

The infinity transmtters—purchased in Brussels for $2,500 each—allowed themto
eavesdrop on nost of the bedrooms of Black River in perfect anonymity. Wth an

I F hooked to a tel ephone, they could dial any nunber they w shed, |ong distance
or local, wthout going through an operator and without |eaving a record of the
call in the tel ephone conpany’s conputer. An

electric tone oscillator deactivated the bell on the phone being call ed—and

si mul t aneously opened that receiver’s mcrophone. The people at the other end of
the line heard no ringing and were not aware that they were being nonitored.
These four servants were able, therefore, to hear anything said in the room
where the distant tel ephone was pl aced.

Sal sbury went around the desk, |eaned down and |istened at each earpiece.
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“ nightmare. So vivid. | can't remenber what it was, but it scared the hel
out of me. Look how I’ m shaking.”
so cold. You too? V/hat the devil?” “...feel like I’"’mgoing to throw up.”

all right? Maybe we should call Doc Troutman.”

And around agai n:

“...sonething we ate?”

“...flu. But at this tine of year?”

“...first thing in the norning. God, if | don't stop shaking, I'll rattle nyself
to pieces!”

“...running with sweat but cold.”

Dawson tapped Sal sbury on the shoulder. “Are you going to stay here and watch
over then®”

“I mght as well.”

“Then I'lIl go to the chapel for a while.”

He was wearing paj amas, a dark blue silk robe, and soft |eather slippers. At
this hour, with rain falling outside, it didn't seemlikely that even a
religious fanatic of Dawson’s bent would get dressed and go out to church

Sal sbury said, “You ve got a chapel in the house?”

“l have a chapel in each of ny residences,” Dawson said proudly. “I wouldn't
build a house without one. It's a way of thanking Hmfor all that He's done for
me. After all, it’s be cause of Hmthat | have the houses in the first place.”
Dawson Went to the door, paused, |ooked back, and said, “I'lIl thank Hmfor Qur
success and pray for nore of the sane.”

“Say one for nme,” Salsbury said with sarcasm he knew woul d escape the nan.

Frowni ng, Dawson said, “l don't believe in that.”

“I'n what ?”

“l can’t pray for your soul. And | can only pray for your success so far as it
supports ny own. | don’t believe one man should pray for another. The sal vation

of your soul is your own concern—and the nost vital of your life. The notion
that you can buy indul gences or have soneone el se—a priest, anyone el se

—pray for you - . . Well, that strikes me as Roman Catholic. |1'm not Ronman
Catholic.”

Sal sbury said, “Neither aml.”

“I"'mglad to hear it,” Leonard said. He smled warmy, one Pope-hater to

anot her, and went out.

A mani ac, Sal sbury thought. What am | doing in partnership with that nmani ac?
Di sturbed by his own question, he went around the desk again, listening to the
voi ces of the people in Black River. Gradually he forgot about Dawson and
regai ned his confidence. It was going to work out as planned. He knew it. He was
sure of it. Wat could possibly go wong?

11

Friday, August 26, 1977

RYA FLUNG THE CAGE KEY high into the air and a few feet ahead of her. She ran
forward as if she were playing center field, and she caught the golden “ball.”
Then she flipped it up and ran after it again.

At the corner of Main Street and Uni on Road, she tossed the key once nore—-and
m ssed. She heard the netal edge ring as it struck the sidewal k behind her, but
when she turned she couldn't see the trinket anywhere.

Emma Thorp bent over and braced her arnms on the kitchen table. She accidentally
knocked aside an enpty coffee cup. It fell off the table and shattered on the
tile floor.

Ki cking the fragnents out of his way, Sal sbury stepped in behind her and with
bot h hands stroked the graceful curve of her back

Bob watched, smiling primy.

Jereny wat ched, anmazed

Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat: the power, Mriam his nother, the whores, Dawson, Klinger
women, vengeance - . . Ricocheting thoughts.

She | ooked over her shoul der at him

“I"ve always wanted one of you like this.” He giggled. He could not suppress it.
He felt good. “Scared of me. O ne!”
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Her face was pale and streaked with tears. Her eyes were wi de

Lovel y,” he said.

“l don’t want you touching ne.”

“Mriamused to say that. But with Mriamit was an order. She never begged.” He
touched her.

She was covered wth gooseflesh

“Don’t stop crying,” he said. “I like you crying.”

She wept, not quietly but uncontrollably and unashanedly, as if she were a
child—er as if she were in agony.

As he prepared to enter her, he heard soneone shout just beyond the w ndow.
Startled, he said, “Wo—=

The kitchen door crashed open. A boy, no older than Jereny Thorp, cane inside,
shouting at the top of his voice and wind-mlling his thin arns.

At the edge of the Thorp property, Rya tossed the key and m ssed it again.

Two errors out of forty catches isn’'t so bad, she thought. In fact that’s nmjor
| eague tal ent. Rya Annendal e of the Boston Red Sox! Didn’t sound bad. Not bad at

all. Rya Annendal e of the Pittshurgh Pirates! That was even better
This time she saw where the key fell in the grass. She went straight to it and
pi cked it up.

When the door flew open and the boy charged in |like a dangerous ani nal breaking
free of its cage, Sal sbury stepped away fromthe woman and pulled up his
trousers.

“You let go of her!”

The boy collided with him

“Cet out of here! Now OQut!”

Under attack, Sal sbury staggered backwards. He was strong enough to handle the
boy, but he was suffering fromsurprise and confusion; and he had |lost his

bal ance. When he backed into the refrigerator, still trying to button the
wai st band of his slacks, the boy pumreling him he realized that it was
ridiculous for him of all people, to retreat. “I amthe key.”

The boy hit him Called himnanes.

Desperate, Sal sbury fought back, seized himby the wists and struggled with
him “lI amthe key!”

“M. Thorp! Jereny! Help ne!”

“Stay right where you are,” Sal sbury told them

They didn’t nove.

He swung the boy around, reversing their positions, and sl ammed hi m agai nst the
refrigerator. Bottles and cans and jars rattled |loudly on the shel ves.

Very young children woul d not have been affected by the sublimnal programthat
had been played for Black River. Below the age of eight, children were not
sufficiently aware of death and sex to respond to the notivational equations
that the subceptive filnms established in ol der individuals. Furthernore,

al t hough the vocabul ary had been nmade as sinple as possible since the

Hoi br ook- Rossner-Pi card indoctrination, a child had to have at |east a
third-grade reading ability to be properly inpressed by the bl ock-letter
messages that established the key-1ock code phrases. But this boy was ol der than
ei ght, and he shoul d respond.

Thr ough cl enched teeth Sal sbury said, “I’mthe key, damm you”

Hal fway across the | awn, atop the grape arbor, a robin bounced al ong the

i nterl ocking vines, stopped after every second or third hop, cocked its head,
and peered between the | eaves. Rya paused to watch himfor a nonent.

Pani c.

He had to guard agai nst panic.

But he had made a fatal m stake, and he m ght have the power taken away from
hi m

- No. It was a serious mstake. Ganted. Very serious. But not fatal. He nust
not panic. Keep cool

“VWho are you?” he asked.

The boy squirmed, tried to free hinself.
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“Where are you fron?” Sal sbhury denmanded, gripping himso tightly that he gasped.
The boy kicked himin the shin. Hard.

For an instant Sal sbury’s whole world was reduced to a bright

bolt of pain that shot fromhis ankle to his thigh, coruscated in his bones.
Howl i ng, wi ncing, he alnost fell

‘Wenching | oose, the boy ran toward the sink, away fromthe table, intent on
getting around Sal sbury.

Sal sbury stunbled after him cursing. He grabbed at the boy’'s shirt, hooked it
with his fingers, lost hold of it in the same second, tripped and fell.

If the little bastard gets away.

“Bob!” Panic. “Stop him” Hysteria. “Kill him For God's sake, kill him”

The canary cage was on the |awn by the kitchen w ndow.

Rya heard Buster chattering—and then she heard soneone shouting in the house.
Tat-tat-tat-tat..

Sal sbury got up.

Si ck. Scared.

The naked woman wept.

Crazily, he thought of the refrain fromthe rhyne that went with a child s gane
that he had once played: all fall down.. all fall down. . . all fall down..
Thorp bl ocked the door

The boy tried to dodge him

“Kill hinf

Thorp caught the intruder and drove hi m backwards, knocked hi m agai nst the
electric range with devastating force, clutched himby the throat, and pounded
his head into the stainless steel brightwork that ringed the four burners. A
frying pan fell to the floor with a clang! As if he were a machine, an

aut omat on, Thorp hamrered the boy’'s head agai nst the netal edge until he felt
the skull give way. Wen bl ood sprayed across the wall behind the range and
streanmed fromthe boy's nostrils, the big man | et go, stepped back as the body
crunpled at his feet.

Jerenmy was cryi ng.

“Stop that,” Sal sbury said sharply.

The boy stopped, reluctantly.

On his way to the bloodied child, Salsbury saw a girl in the open door. She was
staring at the blood, and she seened nesnerized by the sight. He started toward
her .

She | ooked up, dazed.

“I amthe key.”

She turned and fl ed.

Sal sbury ran to the door—but when he got there, she was al ready gone around the
corner of the house, out of sight.

PART TWO

Terror

1
Friday, August 26, 1977

9:45 A M

RYA SAT I N THE FRONT SEAT of the station wagon between Paul and Jenny, silent
and unnovi ng, gripped by what appeared to be fear and by anger as well. Her
hands were curled into solid little fists in her |ap. Beneath her sumrer tan she
was ashen. Fine beads of perspiration were strung along her hairline. She
pressed her |ips together like, the halves of a vise, partly to keep them from
trenbling, partly as a sign of her extrene anger, frustration, and determ nation
to prove herself right.

Al t hough she had never lied to himabout anything serious, Paul couldn't believe
the story she had told them m nutes ago. She had seen sonething odd at the Thorp
house. He was fairly certain of that. However, she had surely msinterpreted
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what she had seen. When she burst in upon Sam Jenny, and himat the store, her
tears and horror had been genuine; of that there was absolutely no doubt. But
Mar k dead? Unt hi nkabl e. Beaten to death by Bob Thorp, the chief of police?

Ri diculous. If she wasn’t lying—aell, then she was at |east terribly confused.
“It's t-t-true, Daddy. It’s true! | swear to Cod it's true. They they k-k-killed
him They did. M. Thorp did. The other man t-told M. Thorp to k-kill, and he
did. He kept b-b-banging Mark’s head. . . his head.. . banging it against the
stove. It was awful. B-banging it . . . over and over again . . . and all the
blood. . . Oh, God, Daddy, it's crazy but it's true!”

It was crazy.

And it couldn’t be true.

Yet when she first came into the store—breathing hard, half-choking and

hal f-crying, babbling as if she were in a fever, so unlike herself—he felt an

i cy hand on the back of his neck. As she told her inprobable story, the glacia
fingers lingered. And they were still there.

He turned the corner onto Union Road. The police chief’s house was a quarter of
a mle anway, the last on the street, near the river. The garage, |arge enough
for two cars and topped by a workman's loft, lay fifty yards beyond the house.
He pulled into the driveway and parked the station wagon in front of the garage.
“Where's the canary cage?” he asked.

Rya said, “It was over there. Near the wi ndow They' ve noved it.”

“Looks calm Peaceful. Doesn’'t seemlike a murder took place half an hour ago.”
“Inside,” Rya said sharply. “They killed himinside.”

Jenny took hold of the girl’'s hand and squeezed it. “Rya—*

“Inside.” Her face was set; she was resol ute.

“Let’s have a | ook,” Paul said.

They got out of the car and crossed the freshly nown | awn to the back of the
house.

Emma had evidently heard themdrive up; for by the tinme they reached the kitchen
stoop, she had the door open and was waiting for them She wore a royal blue
floor-length corduroy housecoat with a high neckline, round collar, and |ight

bl ue corduroy belt at the waist. Her long hair was conbed back and tucked behind
her ears, held in place by a few bobby pins. She was smiling, pleased to see

t hem

“H ,” Paul said awkwardly. He was suddenly at a |oss for words. If even a tiny
fraction of Rya’s tale were true, Enma woul d not be this serene. He began to
feel foolish for having placed any faith whatsoever in such a bizarre story. He
couldn’t inmagi ne how he would ever tell Enmma about it.

“H there,” she said cheerily. “Hello, Rya. Jenny, how is your father?”

“Fine, thanks,” Jenny said. She sounded quite as bew | dered as Paul felt.
“Wel'l,” Enma said, “I'"mstill in my robe. The breakfast dishes haven't been
washed. The kitchen's a greasy ness. But if you don't mind sitting down in a

di saster zone, you're welcone to visit.”

Paul hesitated. “Something wong?’ Emma asked. “ls Bob hone?” “He’'s at work.”
“When did he | eave?”

“Same as every day. A few nminutes before nine.”

“He’s at the police station?”

“Or cruising around in the patrol car.” Emma no | onger needed to ask if
sonet hi ng was wong; she knew. “Wy?” Wy indeed? Paul thought. Rather than

expl ain, he said, “ls Mark here?”

“He was,” Emma said. “He and Jereny went over to the basketball court behind the
Uni on Theater.”

“When was that?”

“Hal f an hour ago.”

It seemed to himthat she had to be telling the truth, for her statement could
be verified or disproved so easily. If her husband had killed Mark, what coul d
she hope to gain by such a flinsy |lie? Besides, he didn’t think she was the sort
of worman who could take part in the cover-up of a nmurder—ertainly not with such
apparent equanimty, not wthout showing a great deal of stress and guilt.

Paul | ooked down at Rya.

Her face was still a nmask of stubbornness—and even nore pale and drawn than it
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had been in the car. “Wat about Buster?” she asked Emma. Her voice was sharp
and too loud. “Did they take Buster over to the court so he could play
basket-ball with then®?”

Under st andabl y bewi | dered by the girl’s uncharacteristic nastiness and her

i ntense reaction to such a sinple statenent,

Emma said, “The squirrel? Ch, they left himwith ne. Do you want the squirrel ?”
She stepped back, out of the doorway, “Cone in.”

For a nonent, recalling the tale of mndless violence that Rya had rel ated j ust
thirty mnutes ago, Paul wondered if Bob Thorp was in the kitchen, waiting for
hi m

But that was absurd. Emma was not aware that supposedly a boy had been slain in
her kitchen this norning; he would have wagered nearly any sumon that. And in
the light of Emma’s innocence, Rya's story seened altogether a fantasy—and not
really a very good one, at that.

He went i nside.

The canary cage stood in one corner, next to the flip-top waste can. Buster sat
on his hind feet and busily nibbled an apple. His tail flicked straight up, and
he went stiff as a wooden squirrel when he becane aware of the guests. He
assessed Paul and Rya and Jenny as if he had never seen them before, decided
there was no danger, and returned to his breakfast.

“Mark told ne he |ikes apples,” Emm said.

“He does.”

The kitchen held no evidence that a violent and deadly struggle had taken pl ace
there. The dishes on the table were spotted with dried egg yolk, butter, and
crunbs of toast. The clock-radio produced soft instrunental nusic, an
orchestrated version of a pop tune. The new i ssue of the weekly newspaper,
distributed that norning, was folded in half and propped against two enpty juice
gl asses and the sugar bowl. A cup of steam ng coffee stood beside the paper. If
she had wat ched her husband nurder a child, could Emrma have sat down to read

| ess than an hour after the killing? |Inprobable. Inpossible. There was no bl ood
on the wall behind the electric range, no blood on the range itself, and no

bl ood, not even one thin smear, on the tile floor

“Did you cone to get Buster?” Enma asked. She was clearly perplexed by their
behavi or.

“No,” Paul said. “But we'll take himoff your hands. Actually, |'mashaned to
tell you why we did cone.”
“They cleaned it up,” Rya said. “I don't want to hear—=

“They cl eaned up the blood,” she said excitedly.

Paul pointed one finger at her. “You have caused quite enough trouble for one
day, young lady. You keep quiet. I'lIl talk to you later.”

I gnoring his warning, she said, “They cleaned up the blood and hid his body.”
“Body?” Enma | ooked confused. “What body?”

“It’s a msunderstanding, a hoax, or—= Paul began

Rya interrupted him To Ema she said, “M. Thorp killed Mark. You know he did.
Don’t lie! You stood at that chair and watched himbeat Mark to death. You were
naked and—=>

“Rya!” Paul said sharply.

“1t’s true!l”

“l told you to be quiet.”

“She was naked and—=

In eleven years he had never been required to deal out any punishnent nore
severe than a twenty-four-hour suspension of some of her privileges. But now,
angry, he started toward her. Rya pushed past Jenny, threw open the kitchen
door, and ran. Shocked by her defiance, angry and yet worried about her, Paul
went after her. Wen he set foot on the stoop, she was already out of sight.
She. couldn’t have had tine to run to the garage or to the stati on wagon;
therefore, she nmust have slipped around the corner of the house, either left or
right. He decided she would nost |ikely head for Union Road, and he went that
way. \When he reached the sidewal k he saw her and called to her

She was nearly a block away, on the far side of the street, still running. If
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she heard him she didn't respond; she di sappeared between two houses.

He crossed the street and foll owed her. But when he reached the rear |awns of

t hose houses, she wasn’'t there.

“Ryal "

She didn't answer him She mi ght have been too far away to hear—but he suspected
that she was hi di ng nearby.

“Rya, | just want to talk to you!”

Not hi ng. Sil ence.

Al ready his anger had largely given way to concern for her. What in the name of
God had possessed the girl? Wy had she concocted such a grisly story? And how
had she nanaged to tell it with such passion? He hadn't really believed any of
it, not fromthe start—yet he' d been so inpressed by her sincerity that he'd
cone to the Thorp house to see for himself. She wasn’'t a liar by nature. She
wasn't that good an actress. At least not in his experience. And when her story
was shown to be a lie, why had she defended it so ardently? How had she defended
it so ardently, knowing it was a lie? Did she believe, perhaps, that it wasn't a
fabrication? Did she think that she actually had seen her brother killed? But if
that was the case, she was—nentally disturbed. Rya? Mentally disturbed? Rya was
tough. Rya knew how to cope. Rya was a rock. Even an hour ago he woul d have
staked his life on her soundness of mind. WAs there any psychol ogi cal disorder
that could strike a child so suddenly, wi thout warning, wthout any synptons

bef or ehand?

Deeply worried, he went back across the Street to apol ogize to Ema Thorp

2

10:15 A M

JEREMY THORP STOOD, almpst as if at attention before a military court, in the
center of the Kkitchen.

“Do you understand what |’ve said?” Sal sbury asked. “Yeah.”

“You know what to do?”

“Yeah. | know.” “Any questions?” “Just one.” “Wat is it?”

“VWhat do | do if they don’'t show up?”

“They’ || show up,” Sal sbury said. “But what if they don’t?” “You have a watch,
don’t you?” The boy held up one thin wist.

“You wait twenty minutes for them If they don't show up in that tine, come
strai ght back here. Is that understood?”

“Yeah. Twenty m nutes.”

“CGet nmoving.”
The boy started toward the door.
“Don’t |eave that way. They'll see you. Go out the front.” Jereny went down the

narrow hail to the door.

Sal sbury foll owed, watched until the boy was out of sight behind the nei ghboring
house, closed the door, locked it, and went back to the kitchen

Not bad, he thought. You' re holding up well, Ogden. H. Leonard hinself couldn't

have coped any faster than you ve done. Cever as hell. You are certainly
clever. Wth your mind and the advantage of the power, the key-lock code
phrases, you'll weather this crisis. If Mriamcould see you now . . -‘What

would old Mriam say now? You aren’t anything like Mriamsaid you were. You're
a tough customer. Jesus, what a tough custoner. You make sound deci si ons under
pressure, and you stick with them Smart. Dammed smart. But oh, ny God, what a
razor edge you’re wal ki ng!

St andi ng next to the rear wi ndow, he pushed the curtain aside a fraction of an
inch, until he could see the garage. Annendale slid the squirrel’s cage into the
cargo bed of the station wagon, closed the tailgate, and put up the electric

wi ndow. Jenny Edi son got in the car. Annendale and Emma tal ked for perhaps a

m nute. Then he got behind the wheel and reversed out of the driveway. Wen Emma
waved good-by to them and started back toward the house, Salsbury let the
curtain fall into place.

She cane into the kitchen, saw him and was startled. She |ooked as if she was
ready to scream “Wat are you doing here? Wo are you?”

“I amthe key.” “I amthe lock.” “Relax.”
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She did.

“Sit down.” She sat.

He stood in front of her, |oomed over her. “Wat were you and Annendal e tal ki ng
about out there?”

“He kept apologi zing for his daughter’s behavior.” Sal sbury | aughed.

Because her nenories of this nmorning’ s events had been selectively edited, she
didn't see the hunor in the situation. “Wy

woul d Rya accuse Bob of nurder? What a terrible thing. Does she think she's
bei ng funny? What a gruesone joke!”

The entrance foyer of St. Margaret Mary's Roman Cat holic Church was qui et and
nearly lightless. The entire interior was done in dark pine—pegged pine floors,
dark pine walls, open-beamceilings, an intricately carved twel ve-foot-high
crucifix—as befitted the major house of worship in a lunber mll town. A
five-watt bulb burned above the holy water font twelve feet away. At the far end
of the auditorium votive candles flickered in ruby-colored glass cups, and soft
lights shone at the base of the altar. However, little of this ghostly
illumnation filtered through the open archway into the foyer

Cl oaked in these shadows and in the holy silence, Jereny Thorp | eaned agai nst
one of the two heavy, brass-fitted front doors of the church. He opened it only
two or three inches and held it in place with his hip. Beyond lay a set of brick
steps, the sidewal k, a pair of birch trees, and then the western end of Min
Street. The Union Theater was directly across the street; he had an adequate
view of it in spite of the birches.

Jereny | ooked at his watch in the blade of Iight that sliced through the narrow
crack between the doors. 10: 20.

As they approached the traffic light at the town square, Paul switched on the
right-hand turn signal

Jenny said, “The store’s to the left.”

“I know.”

“Where are we goi ng?”

“To the basketball court behind the theater.”

“To check up on Emma?”

“No. I'"'msure she’s telling the truth.”

“Why, then?”

“I want to ask Mark exactly what did happen this norning,” he said, tapping his
fingers on the steering wheel as he waited inpatiently for the |ight to change.
“Emma told us what happened. Nothing.”

He said, “Emm’s eyes were red and puffy, as if she’d been

crying. Maybe she and Bob had an argunent while Mark was there. Rya m ght have
conme to the door at the height of the shouting. She might have m sunderstood
what was happeni ng; she pani cked and ran.”

“Emma woul d have told us.”

“She mi ght have been too enbarrassed.”

As the traffic light turned green, Jenny said, “Panic? That sure doesn’'t sound
i ke Rya.”

“I know. But is it nore in character for her to fabricate extravagant |ies?”
She nodded. “You're right. As unlikely as it is, it's nore |likely that she was
confused and that she panicked.”

“We'l'l ask Mark.”

According to Jereny Thorp’s wist watch it was 10:22 when Paul Annendal e drove
his station wagon up Main Street and into the alleyway beside the theater. As
soon as the car was out of sight, the boy left the church. He went down the
front steps, stood at the curb, and waited for the station wagon to reappear
During the last hour the sky had come closer to the earth. From horizon to

hori zon, a solid nmass of |owering gray-black clouds rolled eastward, driven by a
strong high-altitude wind. Sorme of that wi nd had begun to sweep the streets of
Bl ack River, just enough of it to turn the |eaves on the trees—a sign, according
to folklore, of oncoming rain.

No rain, please, Jereny thought. W don’t want any damm rain. At |east not
before tonight. This sunmer a dozen kids had organi zed a series of bicycle races
to be held every Friday. Last week he had placed second in the nain event, the
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cross-town dash. But 1’1l be first this week, he thought. |I’ve been in training.
Heavy training. Not wasting ny tinme |like those other kids. |’msure to be the
first this week—f it doesn't rain.

He gl anced at his watch again. 10: 26.

A few seconds | ater, when he saw the station wagon com ng back down the all ey,
Jereny started wal king east along Main Street at a brisk pace.

* * *

As the car nosed out of the alley, just as Paul was about to turn right onto
Main Street, Jenny said, “There's Jereny.”

Paul tapped the brakes. “Where?”

“Across the street.”

“Mark’s not with him” He blew the horn, put down his w ndow, and notioned for
the boy to cone to him

After he had | ooked both ways, Jereny crossed the street. “H, M. Annendal e.
H, Jenny.”

Paul said, “Your nother told me you and Mark were playing basketball behind the
theater.”

“W started to. But it wasn’t nuch fun, so we went up to Gordon’s Wods.”
“Where’'s that?”

They were in the final block of Main Street; but the road continued to the west.
It rose with the land, rounded a bluff, and went on until it reached the nmll
and after that the |oggi ng canp.

Jereny pointed to the forest atop the bluff. “That’s Gordon’s Wods.”

“Why woul d you want to go up there?” Paul asked. “W’' ve got a tree house in
Gordon’s Wods.” The boy read Paul's expression accurately, and he quickly said,
“Ch, don't worry, M. Annendale. It’s not a rickety old place. It's conpletely
safe. Some of our fathers built it for all the kids in town.”

“He’s right,” Jenny said. “It’s safe. Samwas one of the fathers who built it.”
She smled. “Even though his daughter is a bit too old for treehouses.”

Jereny grinned. He wore braces. Those and the freckles that peppered his face
di sarnmed Paul. The boy clearly didn’'t have the guile, the dark personality, or
the experience to take part in a nurder conspiracy.

Paul felt somewhat relieved. When he hadn’t found Jereny and Mark at the
basketbal |l court, that icy hand had settled once nore, if briefly, on the back
of his neck. He said, “lIs Mark up at the treehouse now?”

Yeah.

“Why aren’t you there?”

“Me and Mark and a coupl e of other kids want to play Mnopoly. So |I'm going hone
to get ny set.”

“Jereny. . .“ How could he possibly find out what he wanted to know? “Di d

anyt hi ng—happen in your kitchen this norning?”

The boy blinked, a bit perplexed by the question. “W had breakfast.”

Feeling nore foolish than ever, Paul said, “WIlIl . . . You better get your
Monopoly set. The other kids are waiting.”

Jereny said good-by to Jenny and Paul and to Buster, turned, |ooked both ways,
and crossed the street.

Paul watched himuntil he turned the corner at the square.

“Now what ?” Jenny asked.

“Rya probably ran to Sam for synpathy and protection.” He sighed. “She's had
time to cal mdown. Maybe she realizes that she panicked. W' Il see what her
story is now.”

“I'f she didn't run to San®”

“Then there’s no use |ooking for her all over town. |If she wants to hide from
us, she can with little trouble. Sooner or later she'll conme to the store.”
Sitting at the kitchen table, across fromhis nother, Jereny recounted the
conversation he’d had with Paul Annendale a few nmi nutes ago.

When the boy finished, Salsbury said, “And he believed it?”

Jereny frowned. “Believed what?”

“He believed that Mark was at the treehouse?”

“Well, sure. Isn't he?”
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kay. Okay, okay, Sal sbury thought. This isn't the end of the crisis. You ve
bought sone tinme to think. An hour or two. Maybe three hours. Eventually
Annendal e will go looking for his son. Two or three hours. You' ve no tine to
wast e. Be decisive. You ve been wonderfully decisive so far. Wat you' ve got to
do is be decisive and get this straightened out before you have to tell Dawson
about it.

Earlier, within twenty mnutes of the boy' s death, he had

edited the Thorp famly's nenories, had erased all renenbrance of the killing
fromtheir mnds. That editing took no | onger than two or three mnutes—but it
was only the first stage of a plan to conceal his involvenent in the nurder. If
the situation were any | ess desperate, if a capital offense hadn't been
committed, if the entire key-lock programdidn’t hang in the bal ance, he could
have | eft the Thorps with blank spots in their nenories, and he woul d have felt
perfectly safe in spite of that. But the circunstances were such that he knew he
should not nerely wi pe out the truth but that he should also replace it with a
detailed set of false nenories, recollections of routine events which m ght have
happened that norning but which in reality did not.

He decided to begin with the wonan. To the boy he said, “Go into the living room
and sit on the couch. Don’t nove fromthere until | call for you. Understood?”
“Yeah.” Jereny left the room

Sal sbury thought for a minute about how to proceed.

Enmma wat ched him waited.

Finally he said, “Emm, what tine is it?”

She | ooked at the clock-radio. “Twenty ninutes of eleven.”

“No,” he said softly. “That’s wong. it’'s twenty nminutes of nine. Twenty m nutes
of nine this ‘norning.”
“It is?”

“Look at the clock, Emm.’
“Twenty of nine,” she said.
“Where are you, Emma?”

“In ny kitchen.”

“Who el se is here?”

“Just you.”

“No.” He sat in Jeremy’s chair. “You can’t see nme. You can’t see nme at all. Can
you, Enmma?”

“No. | can’t see you.”

“You can hear ne. But you know what? Whenever our little Conversation is over,
you won't remenber we've had it. Every event that | describe to you in the next
couple of minutes will becone a part of your nenories. You won't renenber that
you

were told these things. You will think that you actually experienced them 1Is
that clear, Enma?”

“Yes.” Her eyes glazed. Her facial nuscles went slack

“All right. What time is it?”

“Twenty mnutes of nine.” “Were are you?”

“I'n ny kitchen.”

“Who el se is here?”

“No one.”

“Bob and Jereny are here.
chair.”

She sniled at Bob.
“Jereny’s sitting there. The three of you are eating breakfast.”

“Yes. Breakfast.”

“Fried eggs. Toast, Orange juice.”

“Fried eggs. Toast. Orange juice.”

“Pick up that glass, Enma.”

She lifted the enpty glass in front of her

“Drink, Emma.”

She stared doubtfully at the tunbler.

“I't’s filled to the top with cold, sweet orange juice. Do you see it?”
“Yes.”

“Bob and Jereny are here,” she said. “Bob’s in that
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“Doesn’t it | ook good?” “Yes.”

“Drink sone of it, Emma.” She drank fromthe enpty gl ass

He | aughed al oud. The power. . . It was going to work. He coul d nake her
remenber whatever he wi shed. “How does it taste?”

She |icked her lips. “Delicious.”

Lovely animal, he thought, suddenly giddy. Lovely, lovely little aninal.

3

NOON

I'N BUDDY* S Nl GHTMARE two nmen were filling the town's reservoir with cats. In the
deepest shadows of the night, just before sunrise, they were standing at the
edge of the pool, opening cages and pitching the animals into the water. The
felines squalled about this assault on their dignity and confort. Soon the
reservoir was teemng with cats: alley cats, Sianese cats, Angora cats, Persian
cats, black cats and gray cats and white cats and yellow cats, striped cats,
spotted cats, old cats and kittens. Below the reservoir, in Black Ri ver, Buddy

i nnocently turned on the cold water tap in his kitchen—and cats, dozens upon
dozens of fiercely angry cats, began to spill into the sink, full-sized cats
that had sonehow, mracul ously, passed through the plunbing, through
narr ow- gauge pi pe and rat traps and el bow joints and filter screens. Screeching,
wai | ing, hissing, biting, scratching cats fell over one another and clawed the
porcel ain and scranbl ed i nexorably out of the sink as new streans of cats poured
in behind them Cats on the counter. Cats on the breadbox. Cats in the dish
rack. They leapt to the floor and cl anbered atop the cupboards. One of them
junped on Buddy's back as he turned to run. He tore it loose and threw it
against the wall. The other cats were outraged by this cruelty. They Swarned
after Buddy, all of themspitting and snarling. He

reached the bedrooniliving roominches ahead of them slamred and | ocked the
door. They threw t hensel ves agai nst the far side of the barrier and yamered
incessantly, but they weren't strong enough to force their way through it.
Rel i eved that he had escaped them Buddy turned—and saw ten-yard-square cages
full of cats, scores of green eyes studying himintensely, and behind the cages
two nmen wearing shoul der holsters, holding pistols, and dressed in black rubber
scuba suits.

He woke up, sat up, and screaned. He flailed at the nattress, westled with the
sheets, and pounded his fists into the pillows for a few seconds until,
gradual ly, he realized that none of these things was a cat.

“Dream ” he nunbl ed.

Because Buddy slept in the nornings and early afternoons, the drapes were heavy,
and there was virtually no light in the room He quickly switched on the bedside
| anp.

No cats.

No men in scuba suits.

Al t hough he knew that he had been dreami ng, although he’'d had this same dream on
each of the last three days, Buddy got out of bed, stepped into a pair of
slippers that were as large as nost nmen’s boots, and |unbered into the kitchen
to check the water faucets. There were no cats stream ng out of them and that
was a good thing to know.

However, he was badly shaken. He was no less affected by the dream for having
endured it on two other occasions. Al week his sleep had been disturbed by
dreans of one sort or another; and he never was able to fall back to sleep once
brought awake by a vivid nightnare.

The wal |l clock showed 12:13. He canme hone fromthe nill at half past eight and
went to bed at half past nine, five days a week, as if he were a cl ockwork
mechani sm Wi ch neant that he had gotten barely three hours of sleep

He went to the kitchen table, sat down, and opened the travel mmgazi ne that he
had bought at the general store |ast Monday. He studied the photographs of
divers in scuba suits.

why? he thought. Divers. Seamen. Guns. At the reservoir. Wwy? So |ate. Late at
night. Dark. Divers. ‘Wiy? Figure it. Conme on. Figure it. Can't. Can. Can't.
Can. Can't. Divers. In wods. Night. So crazy. Can’t figure it.
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He deci ded to shower, get dressed, and wal k across the street to Edison’s
General Store. It was tine he asked Samto figure it for him

At 12:05 Rya watched a man in thick gl asses, gray trousers, and a dark bl ue
shirt enter Pauline Vicker’'s room ng house. He was the man who had ordered Bob
Thorp to kill Mark.

At 12:10 she went to St. Margaret Mary's and hid in one of the confessionals at
the right rear corner of the nave. Last week she had heard Emma nention the
Friday lunch and card club that nmet all afternoon in the church basenent.
Through a chink in the crinson vel veteen confessional curtains, she could | ook
across the back of the nave to the steps that Jed down to the recreation room
Worren in bright sumer dresses and pant-Suits, many of them carrying unbrellas,
arrived singly and in pairs for the next fifteen m nutes—and Enma Thorp cane
through the foyer arch pronptly at twelve thirty. Rya recogni zed her even in the
dimlight. As soon as Emma di sappeared down the stairs, Rya left the

conf essi onal

For a nonent she was transfixed by the sight of the crucifix at the far end of
the chanber. The wooden Christ seened to be staring over all the pews, directly
at her.

You coul d have saved ny nother, she thought. You could have saved Mark. Wy did
you put killers on earth?

O course the crucifix had no answer.

God hel ps those who hel p thensel ves, she thought. Ckay. |'’mgoing to help
myself. 1’"mgoing to make them pay for what they did to Mark. |I'mgoing to get
proof of it. You wait and see if | don’t. You wait and see.

She was beginning to trenble again, and she felt tears at the Corners of her
eyes. She took a mnute to cal mherself, then Wal ked out of the nave.

In the foyer she discovered that one of the main doors was

open, and that the |lowest of its four hinges had been renpved. A tool box stood
on the foyer floor, and a variety of tools were spread out around it. The

wor kman apparently had gone to get sone piece of material that he had forgotten
on his first trip.

She turned and | ooked through the archway at the twel ve-foot-high crucifix.

The wooden eyes still seened to be staring at her, a terribly sad expression in
t hem

Quickly, worried that the workman m ght return at any nonent, she bent down,
peered into the tool box, and plucked a heavy wench fromit. She slipped the
wench into a pocket of her w ndbreaker and left the church

At 12: 35 she strolled past the nunicipal building which was at the northeast
corner of the square. The police chief’'s office was toward the rear of the first
floor, and it had two | arge wi ndows. The venetian blinds were raised. As she
passed she saw Bob Thorp sitting at his desk, facing the wi ndows; he was eating
a sandwi ch and readi ng a nagazi ne.

At 12:40 she stood in front of Utman's Cafe and watched as a dozen kids cycl ed
north on Union Road toward the nacadaned alley where sonme of the Friday races
were held. Jereny Thorp was one of the cyclists.

At 12:45, at the southern end of Union Road, Rya crossed the street, wal ked
under the grapevine arbor, and went around to the back of the Thorp place. The
| awn ended in brush and trees, no parallel streets and no buildings in that
direction. There was no house to her left—ust the awn and the garage and the
river. To her right the nearest dwelling was set closer to Union Road than was
the Thorp house; therefore, she was not in anyone's line of sight.

A polished copper knocker gleaned in the center of the door. To one side of
that, near the knob, were three decorative w ndows, each six inches w de and

ni ne i nches | ong.

She knocked | oudly.

No one answer ed.

When she tried the door she found that it was | ocked. She had expected as nuch.
She took the stolen wench fromher w ndbreaker, gripped it tightly in one hand,
and used it to smash the nmiddle pane in the verticle row of three. The bl ow nmade
consi derably nore noise than she had anti ci pat ed—al t hough not sufficient noise
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to di scourage her. When she had broken every shard of glass out of the franeg,
she pocketed the wrench, reached through the wi ndow, and felt for the |atch. She
began to despair of ever |ocating the nechani smand then her fingers touched
cool metal. She funbled with the lock for alnost a minute, finally released it,
wi thdrew her arm fromthe wi ndow, and shoved open the door.

St andi ng on the stoop, staring warily into the shadow hung kitchen, she thought:
‘“What if one of them cones back hone and finds ne in there?

Go ahead, she urged herself. You better go inside before you | ose your courage.
I"m scared. They killed Mrk

You ran away this norning. Are you going to run away agai n? Are you going to run
away from everything that scares you, fromnow until the day you die?

She wal ked into the kitchen

d ass crunched underfoot.

When she reached the electric range where the nurder had taken place, she stood
quite still, poised to flee, and listened closely for novenent. The refrigerator
and the upright freezer runbled softly, steadily. The clock-radio humed. A

| oose window rattled as a gust of wind rushed al ong the side of the house. In
the living rooma grandfather clock, running a few nmnutes late, solemly chined
the third quarter of the hour; the note reverberated |ong after the pipe had
been struck. The house was filled with noises; but none of themhad a human
source; she was al one.

Havi ng broken the |law, having violated the sanctity of another person’s hone,
with the first and nost dangerous step already taken, she couldn't deci de what
to do next. Well . . Search the house. O course. Search it fromtop to bottom
Look for the body. But where to begin?

At | ast, when she realized that her indecision was an outgrowth of the fear

whi ch she was deternined to overcone, when she realized that she was desperately
afraid of finding Mark’s corpse even though she had conme here to do precisely
that, she began the search in the kitchen. There were only a few places in that
room where the body of a nine-year-old boy m ght possibly be conceal ed. She

| ooked in the pantry, in the refrigerator, and then in the freezer, but she
uncovered not hing out of the ordinary.

When she opened the cabi net beneath the sink, however, she saw a bucket full of
bl oody rags. Not rags, really. Dish towels. They had used the towels to clean
up, had thrown themin the bucket—and then apparently had forgotten to destroy
the evidence. She picked up one of the cloths. It was wet, cold, and heavy with
bl ood. She dropped it and gazed at her stained hand.

“Ch, Mark,” she said sadly, a bit breathlessly. A pain rose fromdeep inside of
her, filled her chest. “Little Mark . . . You never ever hurt anyone. Not
anyone. What they did to you. What an awful thing they did to you. Wy?”

She stood up. Her knees felt weak.

Find the body, she thought.

No, she told herself.

You cane here to find the body.

|"ve changed ny mind. Find the body? No. No, that’s just... too nuch. Mich too

much. Finding him. . Mark.. . with his skull cracked open . . . and his eyes
rolled back in his head .

and dried blood all over his face . . . Too nmuch. Even strong girls can’t dea
with everything in life. Even strong girls have their limts, don't they? This
ismne. M/ limt. | can't go looking . . . all through the house . . . just
can’t

Begi nning to cry, beginning to shake, she picked up the bucket and left the
house.

At 12:45 Sal sbury carried his briefcase down fromhis roomand went to the

parl or.

Paul i ne Vicker was sitting in the |argest of the three arnthairs. She was a
heavyset woman in her early sixties. Fluffy

gray hair. Ruddy conpl exi on. Double chin. Merry eyes and a nearly constant
smle. She had the archetypal grandnother’s face, the nodel for grandnothers
faces in storybooks and novies. Her bare feet were propped up on a hassock. She
was eating candies and watching a tel evision soap opera.
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From the doorway he said, “Ms. Vicker.”

She gl anced up, chewing a caranel. She had sone trouble swall owi ng. Then: “Good
afternoon, M. Deighton. If you ve a conplaint about your room or anythi ng—do
you think perhaps it could wait just a bit, a few m nutes—not |onger than that
m nd you—ust until this show ends? It’'s one of ny favorite shows and—=

“I amthe key,” he said inpatiently.

“Ch,” she said, disappointed that she wasn't going to be able to finish watching
the program “1 amthe |ock.”

“Get up, Ms. Vicker.”

She struggled out of the chair.

Fat old cow, he thought.

“What do you need?” she asked pleasantly.

“I"l'l need this roomfor a while,” he said, walking to the desk which held her
private tel ephone. “Don’t disturb nme.”

“Am | to | eave?”

“Yes. Now.”

She | ooked wistfully at the round mapl e tabl e beside her arncthair. “May | take
my box of candy?”

“Yes, yes. Just get the hell out of here.”

Pl eased, she snatched up the candy. “1’mas good as gone. As good as gone, M.
Dei ghton. You take your tine here. | won't |let anyone disturb you.”

“Ms. Vicker.”

“Yes?”

“Go to the kitchen.”

“All right.”

“Eat your chocolates if you want.”

“Towill.”

“Listen to your radio, and wait in the kitchen until | conme to see you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I's that conpletely clear?”

“Certainly. Certainly. 1'Il do just what you say. See if | don't. I'Il go
straight out to the kitchen and eat ny chocolates and |isten—=

“And cl ose the door as you |eave,” he said sharply. “Leave now, Ms. Vicker.”
She shut the parlor door behind her

At the desk Sal sbury opened his briefcase. He took fromit a set of screwdrivers
and one of the infinity transmtters—a snmall black box with several wires
trailing fromit—that Dawson had purchased in Brussels.

Smart, he thought. Cever. Cever of nme to bring the IF. Didn’t know why | was
packing it at the tine. A hunch. Just a hunch. And it’s paid off now C ever
I"mon top of the situation. Right up there on top, in control. Full control
Havi ng carefully considered his options, al gebraic even when he was so recently
returned fromthe edge of panic, he had decided that it was tine to hear what
Paul Annendal e was saying to the Edi sons. There were a dozen mniature gl ass
swans |ined up across the top of the desk, each slightly different in size and
shape and color fromthe one that preceded it. He brushed these figurines to the
floor; they bounced on the carpet and clinked agai nst one another. H's nother
had col | ected hand-bl own figurines, although not swans. She favored gl ass dogs.
By the hundreds. He crushed one of the swans under his heel and inmmagined that it
was a glass dog. Curiously satisfied by this gesture, he connected the infinity
transmitter to the tel ephone and di al ed the nunber of the general store. Across
the street no tel ephone rang at the Edison’s place. Neverthel ess, every receiver
in the store, as well as in the famly's living quarters above the store, opened
to Sal shury’s ear.

What he heard in the first couple of m nutes broke down the paper-thin wall of
conposure that he had nanaged to rebuild since the nurder. Buddy Pellineri, in
his own half-literate fashion, was telling Sam and Jenny and Paul about the two
men who had conme down fromthe reservoir on the norning of August sixth.

Rossner and Hol brook had been seen

However, that was neither the only nor the worst piece of bad news. Before Buddy
had reached the end of his story, before Edison and the others had finished
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questioning him Annendal e’s daughter arrived with the bucket full of bl oody
rags. The dammed bucket! In his haste to clean up the kitchen and hide the
corpse, he had shoved the bucket under the sink and then had completely
forgotten about it. The boy’'s body wasn’t all that well hidden—but at least it
wasn't in the roomwhere the nurder had occurred. The dammed bl oody rags. He had
| eft evidence at the scene of the crinme, virtually out in plain sight where any
fool could have found it!

He coul d no longer afford to spend hours fornulating his response to the events
of the nmorning. If he was to contain the crisis and save the project, he would
have to think faster and nove faster than he had ever done before.

He stepped on another gl ass swan and snapped it to pieces.

4

1:10 P. M

A PEAL OF THUNDER runbl ed across the valley, and the wind seened to gain
considerable force in the wake of the noise.

Torn between a desire to believe Etma Thorp and a growi ng conviction that Rya
was telling the truth, Paul Annendal e clinbed the steps to the stoop at the back
of the Thorp house.

Putting a hand on his shoul der, pressing with fingers like talons, Sam said,
“Wait.”

Paul turned. The wind nmussed his hair, blewit into his eyes. “Wait for what?”
“This is breaking and entering.”

“The door’s open.”

“That doesn’t change anything,” Samsaid, letting go of him “Besides, it’'s open
because Rya broke it open.”

Aware that Samwas trying to reason with himfor his own good but nonethel ess

i mpatient, Paul said, “Wat in the hell am| supposed to do, Sanf? Call the cops?
O maybe pull some strings, use nmy connections, put a call through to the chief
of police, and have himinvestigate hinself?”

“We could call the state police.”

“The body m ght not even be here.”

“If they could avoid it, they wouldn’t nove a corpse in broad daylight.”

“Maybe there is no corpse, not here, not anywhere.”

“l hope to God you're right.”

“Come on, Paul. Let’s call the state police.”

“You said they'd need as nuch as two hours to get here. If the body still is in
this house—ell, it nost likely won't be here two hours from now. ”

“But this is all so inprobable! Wy on earth would Bob want to nurder Mark?”
“You heard what Rya said. That sociol ogist ordered himto kill. That Al bert

Dei ghton.”

“She didn't know it was Deighton,” Sam said.
“Sam you're the one who recogni zed him from her description.”
“Ckay. Granted. But why would Emma go to a church luncheon and card game j ust

after watching her husband kill a defensel ess chil d? How could she? And how
could a boy like Jereny witness a brutal murder and then lie to you so
snoot hl y?”

“They’ re your neighbors. You tell nme.
“That’s just the point,” Saminsisted. “They' re ny nei ghbors. They have been al
their lives. Nearly all their lives. | knowthemwell. As well as | know anyone.
And I'’mtelling you, Paul, they sinply aren’'t capable of this sort of thing.”
Paul put one hand to his belly. H's stomach spasmed with cranps. The nmenory of
what he had seen in that bucket—the thickening blood and the strands of hair
that were the sane color as Mark’s hair-had affected himphysically as well as
enotionally. O perhaps the enotional inpact had been so devastating, so
overwhel ming that a sharp physical revulsion could not help but follow “You ve
known t hese peopl e under ordinary circunstances, during ordinary tines. But I
swear, Sam there’'s sonething extraordinary happening in this town. First Rya’'s
story. Mark’s di sappearance. The bl oody rags. And on top of that, Buddy cones
around with this story of strange men at the reservoir in the dead of night—ust
a few days before the
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whol e town suffered froma curious, unexplai ned epi deni c—=

Sam blinked in surprise. “You think the chills are connected with this, with—=
A deafening crack of thunder interrupted him

As the sky grew quiet, Samsaid, “Buddy’s not a very reliable witness.”

“You believed him didn't you?”

“l believe he saw sonet hing strange, yes. Wiether or not it was precisely what
Buddy thinks it was—

“Ch, | know he didn't see skin divers. Skin divers don't wear hip boots. What he
saw—+ think maybe he saw two men with enpty chemical dispersion tanks.”
“Someone contam nated the reservoir?” Sam asked incredul ously.

“Looks that way to ne.”

“Who? The governnent ?”

“Maybe. Or maybe terrorists. Or even a private conpany.”

“But why?”

“To see if the contam nate did what it was supposed to do.”

Sam said, “Contaninated the reservoir . . . with what?” He frowned. “Sonething
that turns sane nen into psychopaths who will kill when told to?”

Paul began to shake.
“We haven’t found himyet,’

Sam said quickly. “Don’t |ose hope. W haven't found

hi m dead. ”

“Sam- . . Oh God, Sam | think we will. | really think we will.” He was cl ose
to tears, but he knew that, for the time being, they were a luxury that he
couldn’t allow hinself to have. He cleared his throat. “And I’'Il bet this

soci ol ogi st, Deighton, is involved with the men Buddy saw. He's not here to
study Black River. He knows what was put in the reservoir, and he’'s in town only
to see what effect that substance has on the people here.”

“Way didn’t Jenny and | get the night chills?”

Paul shrugged. “1 don’t know. And |’'ve no idea what Mark wal ked into this
nmor ni ng. What did he see that made it necessary for himto be killed?”

They stared at each other, horrified by the idea that the townspeople were
unwitting guinea pigs in sone bizarre experinent. Both of themwanted to |augh
off the entire notion, dismiss it with a joke or two; but neither of themcould
even smle.

“I'f any of this is true,” Samsaid worriedly, “there’s even nore reason to cal
in the state police right now”

Paul said, “W’ll find the body first. Then we’ll call the state police. I'm
going to find ny son before he winds up in an unmarked grave way to hell and
gone in the nmountains.”

Gradual |y, Samis face becanme as white as his hair. “Don't talk about himas if
you know he’s dead. You don't know that he's dead, danmit!”

Paul took a deep breath. Hi s chest ached. “Sam | should have believed Rya this

nmorni ng. She's no liar. Those bloody dish towels .. . Look, |I've got to talk
about himas if he's dead. |'ve got to think of himthat way. If | convince
nmyself that he’s still alive and then | find his body—t’'Il hurt too much. It’1|
destroy nme. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t have to come in with ne.”

“I can’t let you go alone,” Sam said.

“Yes, you can. |'Il be fine.”

“I won’t let you go alone.”

“All right. Let’s get this over with.”

“He’s a good boy,” Samsaid quietly. “He's always been such a good boy. | |ove
himlike my own.”

Paul nodded, turned, and went into the dark house.

The tel ephone conpany nai ntai ned a narrow, two-story brick building on Wst Min
Street, half a block fromthe square. It was a two-m nute wal k from Paul i ne

Vi cker’s rooni ng house.

The front office on the first fl oor—where conplaints could be | odged and bills
pai d—was snall and neat. It contained eight gray filing cabinets, a cash
register, an electronic calculator, a photostatic copier, a typewiter, a |long
pi ne worktabl e, and two Straight-backed chairs in one corner, a |arge netal desk
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with a Sturdy swivel chair, a Sierra Cub cal endar, several telephones,

stacks of conpany panmphlets, a radio, and the United States flag in a stainless
steel stand. There was no dust on the furniture, no dirt on the tile floor, and
every pile of typing paper, forns, and envel opes was properly squared of f and
neatly stacked.

The only person in the office was as businesslike as the room She was a thin
but not unattractive woman in her mddle or late forties. Her short-cropped
chestnut hair had no nore than a dozen strands of gray in it. Her skin was
snmooth and milky. Although her features were very angular, they were bal anced by
a generous, sensuous nouth that saved her | ooks but seened to have been borrowed
fromanother face. She wore a smart and efficient green pantsuit with a white
cotton blouse. Her glasses were on a chain so that when she took themoff they
hung ready at her breast.

When Sal sbury entered the office, she stepped up to the counter, sniled
professionally, and said, “Does it still look |ike rain out there?”

Closing the mullioned-w ndow door, Salsbury said, “Yes. Yes, it does.”

“What can | do for you?”

“I amthe lock.” “lI amthe key.”

He went to the counter

She toyed with the gl asses at her breast. He said, “Wat’s your nane?”

“Joan Markham”

“Are you a secretary?”

“I"mthe assistant nanager.”

“How many peopl e are working here?” “Ri ght now?”

“Ri ght now,” he said.

“Six, including ne.”

“Name them for nme, one by one.”

“Well, there’s M. Puichaski.”

“Who' s he?”

“The manager.”

“Where i s he now?”

“In his office, The front roomupstairs.”

“Who el se, Joan?”

“Leona lves. M. Pulchaski’'s secretary.”

“l's she upstairs too?”

“Yes.”

“That | eaves three.”

“Those are operators.”

“Swi t chboard operators?”

“Yes. Mary U tman, Betty Zi mrernman, and Loui se Pul chaski.”

“M. Puichaski’'s wife?”

“H s daughter,” Joan said.

“Where do the operators work?”

She pointed to a door at the back of the room “That |eads to the downstairs
hall. The switchboards are in the next room at the back of the building.”
“When do these operators go off duty?”

“At five o' clock.”

“And three nore cone on the new shift?”

“No. Just two. There isn’t that nuch business at night.”

“The new shift works until—ene in the norning?”

“That’s right.”

“And two nore operators cone on duty until nine o' clock in the norning?”

“No. There's just one during the graveyard watch.” She put on her gl asses, took
them of f again a second |ater. “Are you nervous, Joan?”

“Yes. Terribly.”

“Don’t be nervous. Relax. Be calm”

Sonme of the stiffness went out of her slender neck and Shoul ders. She sm | ed.
“Tonmorrow i s Saturday,” he said. “WII| there be three operators on duty during
the daylight shift?”

“No. On weekends there’'re never nore than two.”
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“Joan, | see you’ ve got a notebook and pen next to your typewiter. | want you
to prepare for nme a list of all the operators

who are schedul ed to work tonight and during the first two shifts tonorrow. |
want their nanes and their hone tel ephone nunbers. Understood?”

“Ch, yes.”

She went to her desk

Sal sbury crossed to the front door. He studied West Main Street through the

si x-i nch-square panes of gl ass.

Presagi ng a summer storm the wind whipped the trees nercilessly, as if trying
to drive themto shelter.

There was no one in sight on either side of the street. Sal shury |ooked at his
wat ch. 1:15

“Hurry up, you stupid bitch.” She | ooked up. “What?”

“l called you a stupid bitch. Forget that. Just finish the list. Quickly now"”
She busi ed herself with pen and not ebook

Bi tches, he thought. Rotten bitches. Al of them Every last one of them Al ways
fouling himup. Nothing but bitches.

An enpty | unber truck went past on Main Street, heading toward the mll.

“Here it is,” she said

He returned to the custoner service counter, took the notebook page from her
hand, and gl anced at it. Seven names. Seven tel ephone nunbers. He folded the
paper and put it in his shirt pocket. “Now, what about repairnmen? Don't you have
|inenen or repairnen on duty all the tinme?”

“We have a crew of four nmen,” she said. “There are two on the day shift and two
on the evening shift. There's no one regularly schedul ed for night shift or for
t he weekends, but every one of the crew s on call in case of emergencies.”

“And there are two nen on duty now?” “Yes.”

“Where are they?”

“Wbrking on a problemat the mll.” “Wen will they be back?”

“By three. Maybe three thirty.”

“When they cone in, you send them over to Bob Thorp’'s

office.” He had already decided to nake the police chief’'s office his
headquarters for the duration of the crisis. “Understood, Joan?”

Yes.

“Wite down for nme the nanes and hone tel ephone nunbers of the other two

repai rnen?’

She needed half a minute for that assignnent.

“Now listen closely, Joan.”

Resting her arnms on the counter, she |eaned toward him She seenmed al nost eager
to hear what he had to tell her

“Wthin the next few mnutes, the wind will blow down the Iines between here and
Bexford. It won’t be possible for anyone in Black River or up at the mll to
make or receive a |long-distance call.”

“Ch,” she said wearily. “Well, that sure is going to ruin ny day. It sure is?
“Conpl ai nts, you nean?”

“Each one nastier than the one before it.”

“If people conplain, tell themthat |inenen from Bexford are working on the
break. But there was a great deal of damage. The repairs will take hours. The
job mght not be done until tonorrow afternoon. |Is that clear?”

“They won’t like it.”

“But is that clear?”

“It’s clear.”

“All right.” He sighed. “In a nonent |'mgoing to go back to talk with the girls
at the switchboard. Then upstairs to see your boss and his secretary. Wen |

| eave this room you' |l forget everything we've said. You |l renenber ne as a
lineman from Bexford. | was just a lineman from Bexford who stopped in to tel
you that my crew was already on the job. Understood?”

“Co back to work.”

She returned to her desk

He wal ked behind the counter. He left the roomby the hall door and went to talk
to the switchboard operators.
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Paul felt like a burglar.

You're not here to steal anything, he told hinself. Just your son’'s body. If
there is a body. And that belongs to you

Nevert hel ess, as he poked through the house, undeterred by the Thorps’ right to
privacy, he felt like a thief.

By 1:45 he and Sam had searched upstairs and down, through the bedroons and
bat hs and cl osets, through the Iiving roomand den and di ning room and kit chen.
There was no cor pse.

In the kitchen Paul opened the cellar door and switched on the light. “Down
there. W shoul d have | ooked down there first. It’'s the nost |ikely place.”
“Even if Rya's story is true,” Samsaid, “this isn't easy for me. This prying
around. These people are old friends.”

“I't isn"t nmy style either.”

“I feel like such a shit.”

“it’s alnost finished.”

They descended the stairs.

The first basenent roomwas a well-used work center. The nearer end contai ned
two stainless-steel sinks, an electric washer-dryer, a pair of w cker clothes
baskets, a table large enough for folding freshly |laundered towels, and shel ves
on which stood bottles of bleach, bottles of spot renpvers, and boxes of
detergents. At the other end of the roomthere was a workbench equi pped with
vises and all of the other tools that Bob Thorp needed to tie flies. He was an
enthusi astic and dedicated fly fisherman who enjoyed creating his own “bait”;
but he al so sold between two and three hundred pi eces of his handiwork every
year, nore than enough to nake his hobby a very profitabl e one.

Sam peered into the shadow cavity beneath the stairs and then searched the
cupboards besi de the washer-dryer

No corpse. No bl ood. Not hing.

Paul s stomach burned and gurgled as if he had swall owed a gl assful of acid.

He | ooked in the cabi nets above and bel ow t he workbench, flinching each tinme he
opened a door.

Not hi ng.

The second basement room less than half the size of the first,

was used entirely for food storage. Two walls were covered with floor-to-ceiling
shel ves; and these were lined with store-bought as well as hone-canned fruits
and vegetables. A large, chest-style freezer stood against the far wall.

“I'n there or nowhere,” Sam said.

Paul went to the freezer.

He lifted the lid.

Sam st epped in beside him

Frigid air rushed over them Streans of ghostly vapor snaked into the room and
were dissipated by the warnmer air.

The freezer contained two or three dozen plastic-wapped and | abel ed packages of
meat. These bundles weren’t stacked for optimumuse of the space—and to Paul at
| east, that |ooked rather odd. Furthernore, they hadn’t been arranged accordi ng
to size or weight or simlarity of contents. They were nerely dunped together
every which way. They appeared to have been thrown into the freezer in great
hast e.

Paul took a five-pound beef roast fromthe chest and dropped it on the floor.
Then a ten-pound package of bacon. Another five-pound beef roast. Another roast.
More bacon. A twenty-pound box of pork chops

The dead boy had been placed in the bottomof the freezer, his arnms on his chest
and his knees drawn up; and the packages of neat had been used to conceal him
His nostrils were caked with blood. An icy, ruby crust of blood sealed his lips
and nasked his chin. He stared up at themwith mlky, frozen eyes that were as
opaque as heavy cataracts.

“Ch . . . no. No. Oh, Jesus,” Sam murnured. He swung away fromthe freezer and
ran. In the other roomhe turned on a faucet; the water splashed | oudly.

Paul heard hi m gaggi ng and puking violently into one of the stainless-steel
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si nks.

Strangely, he was now in full control of his enotions. Wen he saw his dead son,
his intense anger and despair and grief were at once transfornmed into a deep
conpassi on, into a tenderness that was beyond description

“Mark,” he said softly. “It’s okay. Okay now. i’mhere. |’mhere with you now.
You aren’'t al one anynore.”

He took the renmining packages of neat fromthe freezer, one at a tinme, slowy
excavating the grave.

As Paul renmoved the last bundle fromatop the body, Samcane to the doorway.
“Paul? 1'I1 . - . go upstairs. Use the phone. Call . . the state police.”

Paul stared into the freezer.

“Did you hear ne?”

“Yes. | heard you.”

“Should | call the state police now?”

“Yes. It’'s tine.”

“How are you feeling?”

“I"'mall right, Sam”

“WIl you be okay here—al one?”

“Sure. Fine.”

“Are you certain?”

“Sure.”

Sam hesitated, finally turned away. He took the steps two at a tineg,

t hunder ousl y.

Paul touched the boy's cheek.

It was cold and hard.

Sonehow he found the strength to pull the body, stiff as it was, out of the
freezer. He bal anced his son on the edge of the chest, got both arns under him
and lifted him He swung around and put the boy on the floor, in the center of
the room

He bl ew on his hands to warmthem

Sam cane back, still as pale as the belly of a fish. He | ooked at Mark. Hi s face
twisted with pain, but he didn't cry. He kept control of hinself. “There seens
to be some trouble with the tel ephones.”

“What sort of trouble?”

“Well, the lines have been bl own down between here and Bexford.”

Frowni ng, Paul said, “Blown down? It doesn’t seem w ndy enough for that.”

“Not here it isn't. But it probably is rmuch w ndier farther on

toward Bexford. In these nountains you can have a pocket of relative calmright
next to a fierce storm”

“The lines to Bexford . Paul brushed strands of stiff, frozen,

bl ood-crusted hair fromhis son's white forehead. “What does that nmean to us?”
“You can ring up anyone you want in town or up at the nmill. But you can't place
a long-distance call.”

“Who told you?”

“The operator. Mandy U tnan.”

“Does she have any idea when they' Il get it fixed?”

“Evidently, there’s been a | ot of danmage,” Sam said. “She tells nme a crew of

l'inenmen from Bexford are already working. But they' |l need several hours to put
things right.”

“How many hours?”

“Well, they're not even sure they can patch it up any tine before tonorrow
nor ni ng.”

Paul remained at his son’s side, kneeling on the concrete floor, and he thought
about what Sam had sai d.

“One of us should drive into Bexford and call the state police fromthere.”
“Ckay,” Paul said.

“You want ne to do it?”

“if youwant. O | will. It doesn’t matter. But first we have to nove Mark to
your place.”

“Move hi n?”

“Of course.”
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“But isn't that against the |aw?” He cleared his throat “I nean, the scene of
the crime and all that”

“l can’t |leave himhere, Sam”

“But if Bob Thorp did this, you want himto pay for it. Don't you? If you
nmove—nAove t he body, what proof do you have that you actually found it here?”
Surprised by the steadi ness of his own voice, Paul said, “The police forensic
specialists will be able to find traces of Mark’s hair and blood in the
freezer.”

" But —
“l can’t |eave himhere!”
Sam nodded. “All right” “I just can’t, Sam”

“Ckay. W'll get himto the car
“W'll take himto ny place.”
“Thank you.” “How will we carry hinP” “You—take his feet.” Sam touched the boy.
“So cold.” “Be careful with him Sam” Sam nodded as they lifted the body. “Be
gentle with him please.” “Ckay.”

“Thank you.”

“Pl ease.”

“1 will,” Samsaid. “I will.”
5

2:00 P. M

THUNDER CANNONED, and rain shattered against the windows of the police chief’s
of fice.

Two nen, enployees of other governnental departnents that shared the nunicipa
bui I ding, stood with their backs to the windows, trying to | ook stern,
authoritarian, and enminently reliable. Bob Thorp had provided themw th bright
yel | ow hooded rain slickers with POLICE stenciled across their shoul ders and
chests. Both nmen were in their nmiddle or late thirties, yet they expressed an
al nost childish delight at the opportunity to wear these raincoats: adults

pl ayi ng cops and robbers.

“Can you use a gun?” Sal sbury asked them

They both said that they coul d.

Sal sbury turned to Bob Thorp. “Gve them guns.”

“Revol vers?” the police chief asked

“Do you have shot guns?”

“Yes.”

"l believe those would be better than revolvers,” Salsbury said. “Don’t you
agree?”

“For this operation?” Thorp said. “Yes. Mich better.”

“Then gi ve them shotguns.”

A brilliant explosion of lightning flashed agai nst the wi ndows. The effect was
stroboscopi c: everyone and every object in the

room seened to junp rapidly back and forth for an instant, although in reality
not hi ng noved.

Overhead the fluorescent lights flickered.

Thorp went to the netal firearns cabinet behind his desk, unlocked it, and
fetched two shot guns.

“Do you know how to use these?” Sal sbury asked the nen in the yell ow rai ncoats.
One of them nodded.

The other said, “Not nuch to it. These babies pack a hell of a lot of punch. You
pretty nmuch just have to point in the general direction of the target and pul
the trigger.” He gripped the gun with both hands, admired it, sniled at it.
“Good enough,” Sal sbury said. “The two of von will go out to the parking |ot
behind this building, get in the spare patrol car, and drive to the east end of
town. Understand ne so far?”

“To the east end,” one of them said.

“A hundred yards short of the turn at the mouth of the valley, you'll park the
crui ser across the highway and bl ock both | anes as best you can.”

“A roadbl ock,” one of them said, obviously pleased with the way the ganme was
devel opi ng.

“Exactly,” Salsbury said. “If anyone wants to enter Bl ack River—ogging trucks,

file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Koontz,%20Dean%20-%20Night%20Chills.txt (103 of 154) [1/17/03 3:09:11 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/K oontz,%20D ean%20-%20Night%20Chill s.txt

| ocal citizens, maybe visitors fromout of town, anyone at all—you' |l let them
in. However, you' |l send themhere, straight to this office. You'll tell them
that a state of enmergency has been declared in Black River and that they

absol utely nust, w thout exception, check in with the chief of police before
they go on about their business.”

“What ki nd of emergency?” “You don’'t need to know.” One of them frowned.

The other said, “Everyone we stop will want to know. ”
“If they ask, tell themthat the chief will explainit.’
Thorp distributed a dozen shotgun shells to each of them

Bot h men nodded.

“If anyone tries to | eave Black River,” Salsbhury said, “you’'ll also direct them
to the chief, and you'll give themthe sane story about a state of energency.
Under st ood?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.”

“Every tine you send soneone to see Bob, whether they were comng into town or
trying to get out of it, you'll radio this office. That way, if they don't show
up within a few mnutes, we’'ll know that we’'ve got sone renegades on our hands.
Under st ood?”

They both said, “Yes.”

Sal sbury took his handkerchief fromhis hip pocket and blotted the perspiration
fromhis face. “If anyone |leaving town tries to run your roadbl ock, stop them
If you can’t stop them any other way, use the guns.”

“Shoot to kill?”

“Shoot to kill,” Salsbury said. “But only if there’s no other way to stop them”
One of the nmen tried to |l ook Iike John Wayne receiving orders at the Al ano,
shook his head solemly, and said, “Don’t worry. You can count on us.”

“Any questions?”

“How long will we be in charge of this roadbl ock?”

“Anot her teamof nen will relieve you in six hours,” Salsbhury said. “At eight

o' clock this evening.” He jammed his handkerchi ef back into his pocket. “One
other thing. Wen you |eave this room you will forget that you ever net ne.

You' Il forget that | was here. You' |l renenber everything |I’'ve said to you prior
to what I'’msaying to you now, every previous exchange of this conversation

we' ve just had—but you' |l think that Bob Thorp gave you your instructions. Is
that perfectly clear?”

“Yes.”

“Perfectly.”

“Then get noving.”

The two nmen went out of the room forgetting himthe nonment they set foot in the
corridor.

A fiercely white pulse of |ightning washed over the town, and a crack of thunder
followed, rattling the w ndows.

“Cl ose those blinds,” Salsbury said irritably.

Thorp did as he was told.

Sal sbury sat down behi nd the desk

When he had drawn the Venetian blinds, Bob Thorp returned to the desk and stood
in front of it.

Sal sbury | ooked up at himand said, “Bob, | want to seal this burg up tight.

Real tight.” He made a fist with his right hand by way of exanple. “l want to
make dammed sure that no one can get out of town. |Is there anything else that |
shoul d block in addition to the hi ghway?”

Scratching his beetled brow, Thorp said, “You need two nore nen at the east end
of the valley. One to watch the river. He should be armed with a rifle so he can
pick off anyone in a boat if he has to do that. The other man should be
stationed in the trees between the river and the highway. G ve hima shotgun and
tell himto stop anyone who tries to sneak out through the woods.”

“The man at the river—he’'d have to be an expert with a rifle, wouldn't he?”

Sal sbury asked.

“You woul dn’t need a master rifleman. But he would have to be a fairly good
shot.”
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“Ckay. We'll use one of your deputies for that. They're all good with a rifle,
aren’t they?”

“Ch, sure.”

“Good enough for this?”

“No doubt about it.”

“Anyt hi ng el se?”

Thor p thought about the situation for alnost a minute. Finally he said, “There’'s
a series of old logging roads that |ead up into the nountains and eventual ly
hook up with a second series of roads that come fromthe | unber operations
around Bexford. A lot of that route has been abandoned. None of it’'s paved. A
few sections may be graveled if they haven't been washed out this sumrer, but
mostly it’s just dirt. Narrow Full of weeds. But | guess if a man was

det ermi ned enough, he could drive out that way.”

“Then we' Il block it,” Salsbury said, getting up fromthe chair. He paced
nervously to the wi ndows and back to the desk. “This town is mine. Mne. And

it’ll stay that way. |’ m going
to keep ny hands on every nman, wonan, and child here until |’'ve solved this
probl em”

The situation had gotten incredibly far out of hand. He woul d have to cal
Dawson. Sooner or |ater. Probably sooner. Couldn’'t be avoided. But before he

pl aced that call, he wanted to be certain that he had done everything that he
coul d possibly do without Leonard s help, without Klinger's help. Show them he
was decisive. Cever. A good nman to have around. His efficiency mght inpress
the general. And that Christ-kissing bastard. |npress them enough to conpensate
for his having caused the crisis in the first place. That was very inportant.
Very inportant. Right nowthe trick was to survive his partners’ wath.

2:30 P.M

The air in Samis library was stale and humi d.

Rai n drunmed on the outside wi ndow, and hundreds of tiny beads of dew forned on
t he inside.

Still numb fromthe discovery of his son's body, Paul sat in one of the easy
chairs, his hands on the arns of the chair and his fingertips pressed like claws
into the uphol stery.

Sam st ood by one of the bookcases, pulling volunmes of collected psychol ogy
essays fromthe stacks and | eafing through them

On the wi de wi ndow | edge, an antique mantel clock ticked hollowy, nonotonously.
Jenny cane into the roomfromthe ball, letting the door stand open behind her
She knelt on the floor beside Paul’s chair and put her hand over his.

“How s Rya?” he asked.

Bef ore they had gone to the Thorp house to search for the body, Sam had given
the girl a sedative

“Sl eeping soundly,” Jenny said. “She’ll be out for at least two nore hours.”
“Here!” Sam said excitedly.

They | ooked up, startl ed.

He cane to them holding up a book of essays. “His picture. The one who calls
hi nsel f Dei ghton.”

Paul stood up to have a better look at it.

“No wonder Rya and | couldn’t find any of his articles,” Samsaid. “We were

| ooki ng through tables of contents for sonething witten by Al bert Dei ghton. But
that’s not his nane. H s real nanme’s Ogden Sal shury.”

“I"ve seen him” Paul said. “He was in Utman's Cafe the day that waitress drove
the meat fork through her hand. In fact she waited on him”

Rising to her feet, Jenny said, “You think that was connected with the rest of
this, with the story Buddy Pellineri told us—with what they did to Mark?” Her
voice faltered slightly on those | ast few words, and her eyes grew shiny. But
she bit her lip and held back the tears.

“Yes,” Paul said, wondering again at his own inability to weep. He ached. GCod,
he was full of pain! But the tears would not come. “It nmust be connected.
Sonehow.” To Sam he said, “Salsbury wote this article?”

“According to the introductory blurb, it was the | ast piece he ever

publ i shed—nore than twel ve years ago.”
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“But he's not dead.”

“Unfortunately.”

“Then why the | ast?”

“Seens he was quite a controversial figure. Praised and damed but nostly
dammed. And he got tired of the controversy. He dropped out of his |lecture tours
and gave up his witing so that he’'d have nore tinme to dedicate to his
research.”

“What's the article about?”

Samread the title. “*Total Behavioral Modification through Sublin na
Perception.”” And the subtitle: “*Mnd Control fromthe Inside Qut.’”

“What does all of that nean?”

“Do you want ne to read it al oud?”

Paul | ooked at his watch.

“I't wouldn’t hurt if we knew the eneny before we went into Bexford to see the
state police,” Jenny said.

“She’s right,” Sam sai d.

Paul nodded. “Go ahead. Read it.”

2:40 P.M

Friday afternoon H Leonard Dawson was in the study of his G eenw ch,
Connecticut, house, reading a long letter on | avender paper fromhis wife. Julia
was one-third of the way through a three-week trip to the Holy Land, and day by
day she was discovering that it was |l ess and | ess |ike she had i magi ned and
hoped it would be. The best hotels were all owned by Arabs and Jews, she said;
therefore, she felt unclean every tinme she went to bed. There were plenty of
roons in the inns, she said, but she would al nost have preferred to sleep in the
stables. That norning (as she wote the letter) her chauffeur had driven her to
CGol gotha, that npbst sweetly sacred of places; and she had read to herself from
the Bible as the car wended its way to that shrine of both sorrow and
everlasting joy. But even CGol gotha had been spoiled for her. Upon arriving
there, she found that the holy hill was literally swarmng with sweaty Sout hern
Negro Baptists. Southern Negro Baptists, of all people. Furthernore.

The white tel ephone rang. Its soft, throaty burrrr-burrrrburrrr was instantly
recogni zabl e.

The white phone was the nost private line in the house. Only Ogden and Ernst
knew t he nunber.

He put down the letter, waited until the tel ephone had rung a second tine,

pi cked up the receiver. “Hello?”

“l recogni ze your voice,” Salsbury said guardedly. “Do you find mine famliar?”
“COfF course. Are you using your scranbler?”

“Ch, yes,” Sal sbury said.

“Then there’s no need to talk in riddles and be nysterious.

Even if the line is tapped, which it isn't, they can’'t nake sense of what we're
sayi ng.”

“Wth the situation what it is at ny end,” Sal sbury said, “I think we should
take the precaution of riddle and nystery and not trust solely in the
scranbler.”

“What is the situation at your end?”

“W’ ve got serious trouble here.”

“At the test site?”

“At the test site.”

“Troubl e of what sort?”

“There’'s been one fatality.”

“WII it pass for natural causes?”

“Not ina mllion years.”

“Can you handle it yourself?” “No. There are going to be nore.” “Fatalities?”
Dawson asked. “W’' ve got people here who are unaffected.” “Unaffected by the
progran?” “That’s right.”

“Why should that lead to fatalities?” “My cover is blown.”

“How di d that happen?” Sal sbury hesitated.

“You'd better tell ne the truth,” Dawson said sharply. “For all our sakes. You'd

file:/l/F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Koontz,%20Dean%20-%20Night%20Chills.txt (106 of 154) [1/17/03 3:09:11 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/K oontz,%20D ean%20-%20Night%20Chill s.txt

better tell nme the truth.”
“l1 was with a wonan.”

“You fool.”

“I't was a mistake,” Sal sbury adnitted.

“I't was idiotic. We'll discuss it later. One of these unaffected people cane
upon you while you were with the wonan.”

“That’s right.”

“I'f your cover is blown it can be repaired. Undramatically.”
“I"'mafraid not | ordered the killer to do what he did.” Despite the riddle form
of the conversation, the events in Black R ver were beconing all too clear to

Dawson. “l1 see.” He thought for a nonent. “How many are unaffected?”
“Besi des a coupl e of dozen babies and very young children, at |east four nore.
Maybe five.”

“That’ s not so many.”

“There’s another problem You know the two men we sent up here at the beginning
of the nonth?”

“To the reservoir.”

“They were seen.”

Dawson was sil ent.

“If you don’t want to cone,” Salsbury said, “that’s okay. But | have to have
sonme hel p. Send our partner and—=>

“We' Il both arrive tonight by helicopter,” Dawson said. “Can you bold it
yourself until nine or ten o’ clock?”

“l think so.”

“You had better.”

Dawson hung up

Oh Lord, he thought, You sent himto nme as an instrunment of Your will. Now
Satan’s gotten to him Help me to set all of this aright. | only want to serve
You.

He tel ephoned his pilot and ordered himto fuel the helicopter and have it at
the | andi ng pad behind the G eenwi ch house within the hour

He di al ed three nunbers before he located Klinger. “There’'s sone trouble up
north.”

“Serious?”

“Extrenely serious. Can you be here in an hour?”

“Only if | drive like a maniac. Better make it an hour and a quarter.”

“Cet moving.”

Dawson hung up agai n.

Ch Lord, he thought, both of these nmen are infidels. | know that. But You sent
themto ne for Your own purposes, didn't You? Don't punish me for doing Your
will, Lord.

He opened the | ower right-hand drawer of the desk and took Qut a folder thick
wi th papers.

The | abel on it said:

HARRI SON- BODREI DETECTI VE AGENCY

SUBJECT: OGDEN SALSBURY

Thanks to the Harrison—Bodrei Agency, he understood his partners al nost better
than they understood thensel ves. For

the past fifteen years he had kept a constantly updated file on Ernst Klinger.
The Sal sbury dossier was conparatively new, begun only in January 1975; but it
traced his life all the way back through his chil dhood, and it was undeni ably
complete. Having read it ten or twelve tinmes, fromcover to cover, Dawson felt
that he should have anticipated the current crisis.

Qgden was neither stark-raving mad nor perfectly sound of mnd. He was a

pat hol ogi cal wonan-hater. Yet periodically he indul ged in |ascivious sprees of
whoring, using as many as seven or eight prostitutes during a single weekend.
Qccasional ly, there was trouble.

To Dawson’s way of thinking, two of the reports in the file were nore inportant,
told nmore about Ogden, than all of the others conbined. He withdrew the first of
themfromthe folder and read it yet again.
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A week past his el eventh birthday, Ogden was taken fromhis nother and nade a
ward of the court. Katherine Sal sbury (w dowed) and her |over, Howard Parker,
were |later convicted of child abuse, child nolestation, and corrupting the
morals of a mnor. Ms. Salsbury was sentenced to seven to ten years in the New
Jersey Correctional Institution for Wonmen. Upon her conviction, Ogden was
transferred to the hone of a neighbor, Ms. Carrie Barger (now Peterson), where
he becanme one of several foster children. This interview was conducted with Ms.
Carrie Peterson (now sixty-nine years old) in her honme in Teaneck, New Jersey,
on the norning of Wednesday, January 22, 1975. The subject was obviously

i ntoxi cated even at that early hour and sipped at a glass of “just plain orange
juice” throughout the interview The subject was not aware that she was being
recor ded.

Dawson had marked the sections of the report that npbst interested him He

ski pped ahead to the third page.

AGENT: Living next door to Ms. Sal sbury, you nust have w tnessed a great nany
of those beatings.

MRS. PETERSON. Ch, yes. Ch, | should say. Fromthe time

that Ogden was ol d enough to wal k, he was a target for her. That woman! The
least little thing he di d=whup! she beat him black and bl ue.

AGENT: Spanked hi n?

MRS. PETERSON: No, no. She hardly ever spanked. Had she only spanked! That

woul dn’t have been so horrid. But that wonan! She started out hitting himwth
her open hands. On the head and all about his sweet little face. As he got ol der
she’ d sonetinmes use her fists. She was a big woman, you know. She’d use her
fists. And she’'d pinch. Pinch his little arms . . . | cried many the time. He'd
come over to play with my foster children, and he’'d be a mess. His little arns
woul d be spotted with bruises. Just spotted all over w th bruises.

AGENT: \Vas she an al coholic?

MRS. PETERSON:. She drank. Sone. But she wasn’'t addicted to gin or anything. She
was just mean. Naturally nmean. And | don't think she was too smart. Sonetines,
very dimwi tted people, when they get frustrated, they take it out on children
I"ve seen it before. Too often. Suffer the little children. Ch, they suffer so
much, | tell you.

AGENT: She had a great many |overs?

MRS. PETERSON:. Dozens. She was a vile woman. Very conmon-| ooki hg nen. Al ways
very conmmon-| ooking. Dirty. Crude | aborers. Her men drank a |lot. Sonetines
they'd stay with her as nuch as a year. Mire often it was a week or two, a

nmont h.

AGENT: Thi s Howard Parker—

MRS. PETERSON: Hi m

AGENT: How | ong was he with Ms. Sal sbury?

MRS. PETERSON: Nearly six nonths, | think, before the crime. What a horrible
man. Horri bl e!

AGENT: Did you know what was happening in the Sal sbury house when Parker was

t here?

MRS. PETERSON. OF course not! |'d have called the police at once!l O course the
ni ght of the crime—Ogden cane to ne. And then | did call the police.

AGENT: Do you nind tal king about the crinme?

MRS. PETERSON: It still upsets me. To think of it. What a horrible man! And that
woman. To do that to a child.

AGENT: Par ker was—bi sexual ?

MRS. PETERSON:. He was what ?

AGENT: He customarily had relations with both sexes. Is that right?

MRS. PETERSON: He raped a little boy! It's . . . | don’t know | just don't
know. Wiy did God nmake sone people so wicked? | love children. Have all ny life.
Love them nore than anything. | can’t understand a man |ike that Parker

AGENT: Does it enbarrass you to tal k about the crine?

MRS. PETERSON. A little bit.

AGENT: |f you can bear with ne. . . It's really inportant that you answer a few
nmor e questi ons.

MRS. PETERSON: If it's for Ogden's sake, |like you said, | surely can. For
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Qgden’ s sake. Although he never conmes back to see ne. You know that? After

took himin and raised himfromthe age of eleven. He just never conmes back
AGENT: The court records of that time were not properly explicit. Either that or
the judge had sone of the testinony altered to protect the boy's reputation. |
am not certain whether M. Parker subjected the boy to—you |l excuse ne, but it
has to be said—+to oral or anal intercourse

MRS. PETERSON: That horribl e man!

AGENT: Do you know which it was?

MRS. PETERSON: Bot h.

AGENT: | see.

MRS. PETERSON: Wth the nother watching. Hi s nother watched! Can you inagine
such a thing? Such a rotten thing? To do that to a defenseless child. . . Wat
nmonsters they were!

AGENT: | didn't nean to nake you cry.

MRS. PETERSON: |'mnot crying. Just a tear or two. It's so sad. Don’t you think?
So terribly sad. Suffer the little children

AGENT: There’s no need to continue wth—

MRS. PETERSON: Ch, but you said this was for Ogden’s sake, that you needed to
ask all of this for Ogden’s sake. He was one of ny children. Foster children

But | felt Iike they were ny own. | |loved themdearly. Loved all of them Little
dears, every one. So if it's for Ogden’s sake . . . Well . . . For nonths,

wi t hout anyone at all knowing, with poor little Ogden too afraid to tel

any-one, that terrible Howard Parker . . . was using the boy. . . using. . . his
mout h. And the nother watching! She was a vicious woman. And sick. Very sick
AGENT: And the night of the crime—MRS. PETERSON. Parker used the boy.. . he
used . . . the

boy’s rectum Hurt himterribly. You can’t know the pain that boy suffered.
AGENT: (Ogden cane to you that night.

MRS. PETERSON: | lived right next door to them He cane to ne. Shaking like a

| eaf. Scared out of his wits. The poor, poor baby. . . Crying his heart out, he
was. That awful Parker had beat himup. H's |lips were cracked. One eye was
puffed and black. At first | thought that was all that was wong with him But I
soon discovered. . . the other. W rushed himto the hospital. He needed el even
stitches. El even! AGENT: El even—+ectal stitches?

MRS. PETERSON:. That's right. He was in such pain. And he was bl eeding. He had to
stay in the hospital for nearly a week.

AGENT: And eventual ly you became his foster nother

MRS. PETERSON: Yes. And never sorry for it. He was a fine boy. A dear boy. Very
bright too. At school they said he was a genius. He won all of those

schol arshi ps and went up to Harvard. You'd think he’d cone to see ne, wouldn't
you? After all | did for hin? But no. He never cones. He never cones around. And
now t he soci al

workers won't | et nme have any nore children. Not since ny second husband di ed.
They say there have to be two parents in a foster hone. And besi des they say

that I'mtoo old. Wll, that’'s craziness. | love children, and that’s all that
should count. | |love each and every one of them Haven't | dedicated ny life to
foster children? I"’'mnot too old for them And when | think of all the suffering
children, | could just cry.

The last half of that report was a transcription of a |ong and ranbling
conversation with the man to whom Ms. Peterson had been married at the tine
that she took the el even-year-old Ogden Sal sbury into her hone.

This interview was conducted with M. Allen J. Barger (now eighty-three years
old) in the Evins-Maebry Nursing Hone in Huntington, Long Island, on the
afternoon of Friday, January 24, 1975. The subject is supported at the hone by
the three children fromhis second marriage. The subject, who suffers from
senility, was alternately lucid and i ncoherent. The subject was not aware that
he was bei ng recorded.

Dawson | eaf ed ahead to the passage he bad narked.

AGENT: Do you renenber any of the foster children that you took in while you
were married to Carrie?

file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Koontz,%20Dean%20-%20Night%20Chills.txt (109 of 154) [1/17/03 3:09:11 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/K oontz,%20D ean%20-%20Night%20Chill s.txt

MR. BARGER: She took themin. Not ne.

AGENT: Do you remenber any of then?

MR. BARCER: Oh, Christ.

AGENT: What’'s the matter?

MR BARCER | try not to remenber them

AGENT: You didn't enjoy themlike she did?

MR BARCER All those dirty little faces when | canme hone fromwork. She tried
to say we needed the extra noney, the few dollars the government gave us for
keeping the kids. It was the Depression. But she drank up the nobney.

AGENT: She was an al coholic?

MR. BARGER: Not when | narried her. But she was sure on her way to being one.
AGENT: Do you renenber a child naned—

M. BARGER. My trouble was | didn’t nmany her for her nind.

AGENT: Excuse me?

MR BARCER | married ny second wife for her mind, and that worked out swell.
But when | got hitched to Carrie . . . Wll, | was forty years old and stil
single and sick to death of going to whores. Carrie canme al ong, twenty-six and
fresh as a peach, so nmuch younger than ne but interested in ne, and | let ny
balls do ny thinking for me. Married her for her body with no thought as to what
was in her head. That was a big m stake.

AGENT: |I'msure it was. “Well . . . Now, could you tell nme if you can renenber a
child named—MR BARGER She had magni ficent jugs.

AGENT: | beg your pardon?

MR, BARCGER: Jugs. Boobs. Carrie had a magnificent set.

AGENT: Oh. Yes. Uh..

MR. BARCGER: She was pretty good in bed too. Wen you could get her away from

t hose goddammed ki ds. Those kids! | don’t know why | ever agreed to take the
first one in. After that we never had |l ess than four and usually six or seven
She had al ways wanted a big famly. But she wasn't able to have children of her
own. | guess maybe that nade her want them even nore. But she didn't really want
to be a nother. It was just a dream a sort of sentimental thing with her.
AGENT: What do you nean?

MR. BARGER. Ch, she liked the idea, of having children nore than she |iked
really having them

AGENT: | see.

MR. BARGER: She coul dn’t discipline themworth a dam. They wal ked ri ght over
her. And | wasn't about to take over that chore. No, sir! | worked hard, |ong
hours in those days. When | cane hone | didn’t want to do

anything but relax. | didn't spend ny tine chasing after a pack of brats. So
long as they left me alone, they could do what they wanted. They knew that, and
they never bothered ne. Hell, they weren't my kids.

AGENT: Do you renenber one of them naned Ogden Sal sbury?

MR BARGER: No.

AGENT: His nother lived next door to you. She had a | ot of

| overs. One of them a nman nanmed Parker, raped the boy.

Honosexual rape.

MR. BARGER: Cone to think of it, | do renmenber him Ogden. Yeah. He cane to the
house at a bad tine.

AGENT: A bad tinme? How s that?

MR BARCER It was all girls then

AGENT: Al girls?

MR. BARCGER: Carrie was on a kick. She wouldn’t take in any but little girls.
Maybe she thought she could control them better than she could a bunch of boys.
So this Ogden and | were the only nmen in the house for about two or three years.
AGENT: And that was bad for hin®

MR. BARCGER: The ol der girls knew what had happened to him They used to tease
hi m sonmething fierce. He couldn't take it. He'd blow up every tine. Start
yelling and screaming at them O course that was what they wanted, so they just

teased himsone nore. When this Ogden used to let the girls get his goat, 1'd
take himaside and talk to him-alnost father to son. | used to tell himnot to
pay themany mnd. | used to tell himthat they were just wonen and that wonen
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were good for only two things. Fucking and cooking. That was ny attitude before
I met my second wife. Anyway, | think | nust have been a great help to that boy.
A great help . . . Do you know they won’t let you fuck in this nursing honme?
The other report that Dawson found especially interesting was an interview with
Laud Richardson, a first-level clerk in

the Pentagon’s Bureau of Security C earance |Investigations. A Harrison-Bodre
agent had offered Richardson five hundred dollars to pull Salsbury’'s arny
security file, study it, and report its contents.

Agai n, Dawson had bracketed the nobst rel evant passages with a red pen

Rl CHARDSON: What ever research he's doi ng nust be damed inportant. They’ ve spent
a |l ot of nobney covering for the sonofabitch over the past ten years. And the
Pent agon just doesn't do that unless it expects to be repaid in spades sone day.
AGENT: Covering for hin? How?

Rl CHARDSON: He |ikes to mark up prostitutes.

AGENT: Mark them up?

Rl CHARDSON: Mostly with his fists.

AGENT: How often does this happen?

Rl CHARDSON: Once or twi ce a year

AGENT: How often does he see prostitutes?

Rl CHARDSON: He goes whoring the first weekend of every other nonth. Regul ar as
you pl ease. Like he's a robot or sonmething. You could set your watch by his
need. Usually, he goes into Manhattan, makes the rounds of the |eisure and

heal th spas, phones a couple of call girls and has themup to his hotel room
Now and t hen one of them cones along with the kind of |ook that sets himoff,
and he beats the shit out of her.

AGENT: What | ook is that?

Rl CHARDSON: Usual |y bl ond, but not always. Usually pale, but not always. But she
is always small. Five one or five two. A hundred pounds. And delicate. Very
delicate features

AGENT: Wiy would a girl like that set himoff?

Rl CHARDSON: The Pentagon tried to force himinto psychoanal ysis. He went to one
session and refused to go the second tine. He did tell the psychiatrist that
these frenzies of his were generated by nore than the girls' appearance. They
have to be delicate. —-but not just in a

physi cal sense. They have to seemenotionally vul nerable to himbefore be gets
the urge to pound them sensel ess.

AGENT: In other words if he thinks the wonman is his equal or his superior, she's
safe. But if be feels that he can dom nate her—

Rl CHARDSON: Then she’d better have her Blue Cross paid in full.

AGENT: He hasn’'t killed any of these wonen, has he?

Rl CHARDSON: Not yet. But he's conme close a couple of tines.

AGENT: You said soneone in the Pentagon covers up for him

Rl CHARDSON: Usual |y soneone from our bureau

ACGENT: How?

Rl CHARDSON: By paying the girl’s hospital bills and giving her a lunmp sum The
size of the pay-off depends on the extent of her injuries.

AGENT: |s he considered a high security risk?

Rl CHARDSON: Ch, no. |If be was a closet queen and we found out about it, he d be
classified as a fairly bad risk. But his hang-ups and vices aren’t secret.
They’'re out in the open. No one can blackmail him threaten himwth the | oss of
his job because we already know all of his dirty little secrets. In fact,
whenever he marks up a girl, he has a special nunber to call, a relay point
right in ny department. Someone is at his hotel roomw thin an hour to clean up
after him

AGENT: Nice people you work for

Rl CHARDSON: Aren’'t they? But |'msurprised that even they put up with this
sonof abi tch Sal sbury. He's a sick man. He's a real can of worns all by hinself.
They should stick himaway in a cell sonewhere and just forget all about him
AGENT: Do you know about his chil dhood?

Rl CHARDSON: About his nother and the man who raped hin? It's in the file.
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AGENT: It helps to explain why he—

Rl CHARDSON: You know what ? Even though | can see where his craziness cones from
even though | can see that it isn't entirely his fault that he is what he is,
can’t dredge up any conpassion for him Wen | think about all of those girls
who ended up in hospitals with their jaws broken and their eyes swol | en shut

Listen, did any of those girls feel |ess pain because Sal sbury’s evil isn't
entirely his own doing? |I’man old-style liberal when it conmes to nost things.
But this liberal |ine about conpassion for the crimnal—+that’'s ninety percent
horseshit. You can only spout that kind of garbage if you and your own famly
have been |ucky enough to avoid aninals Iike Sal sbury. If it was up to ne, I'd

put himon trial for all of those beatings. Then |I'd send himaway to a cel
somewhere, hundreds of miles fromthe nearest wonan.

Dawson si ghed.

He put the reports in the folder and returned the folder to the | ower right-hand
desk drawer.

O Lord, he thought prayerfully, give nme the power to undo what danage he’'s done
in Black River. If this nmistake can be renedied, if the field test can be

conpl eted properly, then | will be able to feed the drug to both Ernst and

Ogden. 1’1l be able to programthem |’ve been naking preparations. You know
that. 1'lIl be able to programthem and convert themto Your holy fellowship. And
not just them The world. There will be no nore souls for Satan. Heaven on
earth. That’'s what it’ll be, Lord. True heaven on earth, all in the shining
I'ight of Your I|ove.

2:55 P.M

Samread the last Iine of Salsbury's article, closed the book, and said,
“Jesus!”

“At | east now we have sone idea of what's happening in Black River,” Paul said.
“Al'l of that crazy stuff about breaki ng down the ego, prinmer drugs, code
phrases, achieving total control, bringing contentnment to the nasses through
behavi oral nodification, the benefits of a sublimnally directed society.
Sonewhat dazed by Sal sbury’s rhetoric, Jenny shook her head as if that would
help her to think nore clearly. “He sounds like a lunatic. He's certifiable.”
“He’s a Nazi,” Samsaid, “in spirit if not in nane. That’'s a very special breed
of lunatic. A very deadly breed. And there are literally thousands of people
I'ike him hundreds of thousands who woul d agree with every word he said about
the benefits of a ‘sublinmnally directed society.’”

Thunder expl oded with such violence that it sounded as if the bow of the sky
had cracked in two. A fierce gust of wind slamred agai nst the house. The tenpo
of the rain on the roof and wi ndows picked up to double tine.

“What ever he is,” Paul said, “he’s done exactly what he said could be done. He's
made this insane scheme work. By God, that has to be what’s happening here. It
expl ai ns everything since the epidenic of night chills and nausea.”

“I still don't understand why Dad and | weren't afflicted,” Jenny said.
“Sal i sbury nentions in the article that the sublimnal programwould not affect
illiterates and children who haven't yet cone to ternms, however crude, with sex
and death. But neither Dad nor | fit into one of those categories.”

“I think I can answer that,” Paul said.

Sam said, “So can |I. One thing they teach buddi ng pharnacol ogi sts is that no
drug affects everyone the same way. On sone people, for instance, penicillin has
little or no effect. Sone people don't respond well at all to sulfa drugs. |
suspect that, for whatever reasons of genes and netabolisns and body

chemi stries, we're anong the tiny percentage of those who aren’'t touched by

Sal sbury’s drug.”

“And thank God for that,” Jenny said. She hugged herself and shivered.

“There ought to be nmore adults unaffected,” Paul said. “lIt’s sumrertine. People
take vacations. Wasn't anyone out of town during the week when the reservoir was
contami nated and the sublinminal nessages broadcast?”

“When the heavy snows cone,” Sam said, “logging operations have to stop. So in
the warm nont hs everyone connected with the mll works his butt off to nmake sure
there will be a stockpile of logs to keep the saws going all winter. No one at
the mlIl takes a vacation in the sumrer, And everyone in town who serves the
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mll takes his tinme off in the winter too.”

Paul felt as if he were on a turntable, whirling around and around. H's mnd
spun with the inplications of the article that Sam had read. “Mark and Rya and
weren’'t affected because we got to town after the contam nant had passed out of
the reservoir—and because we didn't watch whatever tel evision prograns or
commerci al s contained the sublimnal nessages. But virtually everyone else in

Bl ack River is now under Sal sbury's control.”

They stared at one anot her

The storm npaned at the w ndow.

Finally Sam said, “We enjoy the benefits and | uxuries provided by nodern
science—all the while forgetting that the technol ogical revolution, just like
the industrial revolution before it, has its dark side.” For several |ong
seconds, with the mantel clock ticking behind him he studied the cover of the
book in his hand. “The nore conplex a society becones, the nore dependent each
part of it becones on every other part of it, the easier it is for one nman, one
lunatic or true believer, to destroy it all on a whim One nan working al one can
assassinate a chief of state and precipitate major changes in his country’'s
foreign and donmestic policies. They tell us that one nan with a degree in

bi ol ogy and a | ot of determ nation can culture nore than enough pl ague bacillus
to destroy the world. One man working al one can even build a nucl ear bonb. Al

he needs is a college degree in physics. And the ability to get his hands on a
few Pounds of plutonium Wich isn't so dammed hard to do either. He can build a
bonb inside a suitcase and wi pe out New York

City because. . . Well, hell, why not because he was nugged there, or because he
once got a traffic ticket in Manhattan and he doesn't think he deserved it.

“But Sal sbury can’t be working al one,” Jenny said.

“l agree with you.”

“The resources needed to perfect and inplenment the programthat he described in

his article. . . Wy, they would be enornous.”
“A private industry mght be able to finance it,” Paul said. “A conpany as |large
as AT&T.”

“No,” Sam said. “Too many executives and research people would have to know
about it. There would be a leak. It would never get this far without a leak to
the press and a nmj or scandal .”

“A single wealthy man coul d provi de what Sal sbury needed,” Jenny said. “Soneone
as rich as Onassis was. O Hughes.”

Tuggi ng gently on his beard, Samsaid, “It’s possible, | suppose. But we're all
avoi ding the nost |ogical explanation.”

“That Sal shury is working for the United States government,” Paul said
worriedly.

“Exactly,” Samsaid. “And if he is working for the government or the CI A or any
branch of the mlitary—then we're finished. Not just the three of us and Rya,
but the whol e dammed country.”

Paul went to the wi ndow, w ped away sone of the dew, and stared at wi nd-|ashed
trees and billow ng gray sheets of rain. “Do you think that what’'s happening
here is happening all over the country?”

“No,” Samsaid. “If there were a general takeover in progress, Salsbury wouldn't
be in a backwoods m |l town. He'd be at a command post in Washington. O
sonmewher e el se, anywhere else.”

“Then it’s a test. Afield test,”

“Probably.”

“And that’s maybe a good sign,” Sam said. “The governnent would run a field test
where it already bad tight security. Mdst likely on an arny or air force base.
Not here.”

Li ghtni ng bl asted t hrough the thunderheads; and for an instant the patterns of
rain on the wi ndow seenmed to formfaces: Annie’s face, Mark’'s face..

Suddenly Paul thought that his wife and son, although they had net quite
different deaths, had been killed by the sane force. Technol ogy. Science. Annie
had gone into the hospital for a sinple appendectony. It hadn't even been an
enmergency operation. The anesthesi ol ogi st had given her a
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br and- new on-t he- mar ket - revol uti onary-you-coul dn’t-ask-for-better anesthetic,
sonet hing that wasn’t as nessy as ether, sonething that was easier to use
(easier for the anesthesiologist) than pentothal. But after the operation she
didn't regain consciousness as she should have done. She slipped, instead, into
a cona. She’'d had an allergic reaction to the

br and- new on-t he- mar ket - revol uti onary-you-coul dn’t-ask-for-better anesthetic;
and it had destroyed a |large part of her liver. Fortunately, the doctors told
him the liver was the one organ of the body that could regenerate itself. If
they kept her in the intensive care unit, supporting her life processes with
machi nes, the liver would repair itself day by day, until eventually she woul d
be well again. She was in intensive care for five weeks, at which tinme the
doctors fed all of the data fromthe |ife-support machines into a Medico
conmputer, and the conmputer told themthat she was well enough to be noved out of
intensive care and into a private room El even weeks |later, the same conputer
sai d she was well enough to go hone. She was listless and apatheti c—but she
agreed that the conputer nust be right. Two weeks after she came home, she had a
rel apse and died within forty-eight hours. Sonetines he thought that if he had
only been a nedical doctor instead of a veterinarian, he m ght have saved her
But that was pointless masochism Wat he coul d have done was denmand that her
Oiginal surgery be perforned with ether or pentothal, something known to be
safe, sonmething that had stood the test of decades. He could have told themto
stuff their conputer up their collective ass. But he hadn't done that either. He
had trusted in their technol ogy sinply because it was technol ogy, because it was
all new. Anmericans were brought up to respect

what was new and progressive—and nore often than they wanted to adnit, they died
for their faith in what was bright and shiny.

After Annie died he becane suspicious of technol ogy, of every new wonder that

sci ence gave to manki nd. He read Paul Ehrlich and ot her back-to-the-Iand
reformers. Gradually he canme to see that the yearly canping trips to Black River
could be the beginning of a serious programto free his children fromthe city,
fromthe ever-growi ng dangers of the science and technology that the cities
represented. The yearly trips became an education for lives they would live in
harmony wi th nature.

But the back-to-the-land advocates were possessed by an inpossible dream He saw
that now, saw it as clearly as he had ever seen anything in his life. They were
trying to run away fromtechnol ogy—but it noved nmuch faster than they did. There
was no land to get back to anynore. The city, its science and technol ogy, the
effects of its life-style, had tendrils snaking out into even the nost renote
nmount ai ns and forests.

Furt hernore, you ignored the advancenents of science at your own peril. His

i gnorance about anesthetics and the reliability of the Medico conputer had cost
Annie her life. H's ignorance of sublininal advertising and the research being
done in that field had, if you wanted to stretch a point, cost Mark his life.
The only way to survive in the 1970s and in the decades to follow was to plunge
into the fast-noving, supertechnical society, swmwth it, learn fromit and
about it, learn all that you could, and be its equal in any confrontation.

He turned away fromthe window. “W can’t go to Bexford and call the state
police. If our own government is behind Sal sbury, if our own | eaders want to

enslave us, we'll never win. It's hopeless. But if it isn't behind him if it
doesn’t know what he’'s achieved, then we don't dare let it know Because the
monent the military finds out—t’'|| appropriate Sal sbury’s discoveries; and

there are sonme factions of the nilitary that wouldn’t be opposed to using
subl i mi nal progranm ng agai nst us.”

Looki ng around at the books about Nazism totalitarianism and nob psychol ogy,
t hi nking ruefully of what he’d | earned

about sonme men’s lust for power, Samsaid, “You' re right. Besides, |’ve been

t hi nki ng about the problens with the | ong-di stance phone service.”

Paul knew what he neant. “Sal shury’s taken over the tel ephone exchange.”

“And if he's done that,” Sam said, “he’'s taken other precautions too. He's
probably bl ockaded the roads and every other route out of town. W couldn't go
to Bexford and tell the state police even if we still wanted to.”
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“We're trapped,” Jenny said quietly.

“For the tine being,” Paul said, “that really doesn't matter. W' ve al ready

decided there’'s no place to run anyway. But if he's not working for the

governnent, if he's backed by a corporation or a single wealthy nan, nmaybe we’ve

got a chance to stop himhere in Black River.”

“Stop him. “ Sam stared thoughtfully at the floor. “Do you realize what

you’'re saying? W' d have to get our hands on him interrogate hi mand then kil

him Death is the only thing that will stop a man like that. W'd al so have to

find out fromhimwho he’'s associated with—and kill anyone el se who m ght

under stand how t he drug was nade and how t he subli m nal program was

constructed.” He |ooked up fromthe floor. “That could nmean two nurders, three,

four, or a dozen.”

“None of us is a killer,” Jenny said.

“Every man's a potential killer,” Paul said. “Wen it cones to matters of

survival, any man is capable of anything. And this is sure as hell a matter of

survival .”

“I killed nen in the war,” Sam sai d.

“So did I,” Paul said. “A different war than yours. But the sane act.”

“That was different,” Jenny said.

“Was it?”

“That was war,” she said.

“This is war too,” Paul said.

She stared at Paul’s hands, as if imagining themwith a knife or a gun or

cl anped around a nan’s throat.

Sensi ng her thoughts, he raised his hands and studi ed them

for a nonent. On occasion, washing his hands before dinner or after treating a

sick animal, he would flash back to the war, back to Southeast Asia. He would

hear the guns and see the blood again in his nenory. In these al nost psychic

monents, he was both amazed and di smayed that the same hands were accustoned to

mundane and horrible acts, that they could heal or injure, nmake |ove or Kkill

and | ook no different after the task was done. Codified norality, he thought,

was i ndeed a bl essing but also a curse of civilization. A blessing because it

permtted men to live in harnony nost of the tinme. A curse because—when the

Jaws of nature and especially of hunan nature nmade it necessary for a nman to

wound or kill another man in order to save hinself and his fam|y—t spawned

renorse and guilt even if the viol ence was unwant ed and unavoi dabl e.

Besi des, he renminded hinself, these are the 1970s. This is the age of science

and technol ogy when a nan often is required to act with the inplacable and

unenotional savagery of the nachine. For better or worse, in these tines

gentility is beconing less and less a sign of the civilized man and is, in fact,

very nearly an obsol escent quality. You see gentility, nobst often, in those who

are least likely to survive wave after wave of future shock

Lowering his hands he said, “In the classic paranoid vein, it’'s us against them

Except that this isn't a delusion or an illusion; it's real.”

Jenny seened to accept the need for nurder as quickly as he had accepted the

fact that he mght be called upon to commt it. By this point in her life, she

had experienced, as had all but the nost gentle people, at least the flickering

of a homcidal urge in a nonent of despair or great frustration. She hadn't

accepted it as the solution to whatever problemhad inspired it. But she was not

i ncapabl e of conceiving of a situation in which homcide was the nost reasonabl e

response to a threat. In spite of the overprotected, sheltered upbringing of

whi ch she’ d spoken | ast Monday, she could adapt to even the npbst unpl easant

truths. Perhaps, Paul thought, the ordeal with her first husband

had made her stronger, tougher, and nore resilient than she realized.

She said, “Even if we could bring ourselves to kill in order to stop this thing.
Well, it's still too nmuch. To stop Sal sbury, we need to know nore about him

And how do we | earn anything? He's got hundreds of bodyguards. O if he wants,

he can turn everyone in town into killers and send themafter us. Do we just sit

here, pass the tinme, wait for himto stop around for a chat?”

Ret urni ng the hardbound vol une of essays to the shelf fromwhich he'd taken it,
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Sam said, “Wait a mnute.. . Suppose. . .“ He faced them He was excited. Al
three of themwere tense, twisted as tight as watch springs. But now a glimrer
of pleasurable excitement was in his Santa C aus—i ke features. “Wien Sal sbury
saw Rya standing in the kitchen doorway at the Thorp house, what do you i nagi ne
he did, very first thing?”

“CGrabbed for her,” Jenny said.

“Wong.”

Bitterly, Paul said, “Ordered Bob to kill her.”

“Not that either. Remenber, he would expect her to be another one of

hi s—zonbi es.”

Sucking in her breath, Jenny said, “He would use the code phrase on her, the
system he tal ks about in the article. He'd try to open her up and take contro
of her before she ran away. So . . . Rya nust have heard the code phrase!”
“And if she can recall it,” Samsaid, “we’ll have control of everyone in Bl ack
Ri ver, the sane as Sal sbury. He won't be able to send themafter us. He won't
have hundreds of bodyguards to hide behind. It won't be us against them I1t’'I]I
be us against him”

6

3:.15 P.M

DR. WALTER TROUTMAN entered the police chief’s office. He was carrying his bl ack
| eat her satchel in his right hand and a chocol ate candy bar with alnonds in his
left. He appeared to be delighted with the world and with hinsel f. “You wanted
to see me, Bob?”

Bef ore Thorp coul d answer, Sal sbury stepped away fromthe wi ndows and said, “I
am t he key.”

“I amthe lock.”

“Buddy Pellineri is waiting in the roomacross the hail,’
know him don't you?”

“Buddy?” Troutnman asked, wrinkling his fleshy face. “Well, of course | know
him?”

“I"ve told himthat we're afraid he's picked up a very bad germand that you' re
going to give hima vaccination so he won't get sick. As you know, he’s not
especially bright. He believed nme. He’s waiting for you.”

“Vacci nation?” Troutman said, perplexed.

“That’s what | told himto keep himhere. Instead, you' ll inject an air bubble
into his bl oodstream”

Trout man was shocked. “That woul d cause an enbolism”

“I know.”

“I't would kill him”

Sal sbury sniled and nodded. “It had better. That’s the whole idea, doctor.”
Looki ng at Bob Thorp, who was seated behind the desk, then back at Sal sbury,
Troutman said mserably, “But | can’t do a thing like that. | can't possibly.”
am |, doctor?” “You re-the key.”

“Very good. And who are your’

“I"'mthe | ock.”

Sal sbury said. “You

“All right. You will go across the hail to the room where Buddy is waiting.
You' Il chat with him be very pleasant, give himno cause to be suspicious.
You'll tell himthat you're going to give hima vaccination, and you' |l inject
an air bubble into his bloodstream You won't mind killing him You won’'t
hesitate. As soon as he is dead, you'll |eave the room-and you will renenber
only that you gave hima shot of penicillin. You won't remenber killing himwhen
you | eave that room You will cone back here, look in the door, and say to Bob,
‘He’ Il be better in the norning.’” Then you' |l go back to your house, having
forgotten entirely about these instructions. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Co doit.”

Troutman | eft the room

Ten minutes ago Sal sbury had decided to elimnate Buddy Pellineri. Although the
man had experienced the night chills and nausea, and although he had been
partially brai nwashed by by the subceptive program he was not a good subject.
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He could not be fully and easily controlled. Wen told to erase fromhis nenory
the men he had seen coming down fromthe reservoir on the norning of August
sixth, he mght forget themforever—or only for a few hours. O not at all. Had
he been been a genius, the drug and the sublimnals would have transformed him
into the ideal slave. Ironically, however, his ignorance condenmed him

It was a pity that Buddy had to die. In his owm way he was a |ikable brute.

But |’'ve got the power, Sal sbury thought. And |’mgoing to

keep it. I’mgoing to elininate as nany people as have to be elinminated for me
to keep the power. I'Il show them Al of them Dawson, good old Mriam the
bitches, the holier-than-thou college professors with their snotty questions and
sel f-righteous denunciations of ny work, the whores, ny nother, the bitches

Tat-tat-tat-tat. . . No one is going to take this away fromnme. No one. Not
ever. Never.
3:20 P.M

Rya sat up in bed, yawning and smacking her |ips. She | ooked from Jenny to Sam
to Paul —but she didn’t seemto know for certain who they were

“Do you renmenber what he said?” Paul asked again. “The man with the thick

gl asses. Do you renenber?”

Squinting at him scratching her head, she said, “Wo . . . amthis?”

“She’s still dopey,” Jenny said, “and will be for a while yet.” Studying the
girl fromthe foot of the bed, Sam said, “Salsbury knows he's got to deal with

us. As soon as he's decided how, he’'ll cone here. W don’t have tine to wait for
the sedative to wear off. W' ve got to help her cone out of it.” He | ooked at
Jenny. “You give her a cold shower. A long one. I'll make sone fresh coffee.”

“Don’t like coffee,” Rya said sullenly.

“You like tea, don't you?”

“S okay.” She yawned.

Sam hurried downstairs to nake a pot of tea

Jenny hustled Rya out of bed and into the bathroom at the end of the hallway.
Left al one, Paul went to the living roomto sit with Mark’s body until Rya was
ready to be questi oned.

‘When you decide to neet that big, bright, shiny, chrone-edged Anerican world on
its own terns, he thought, things start to nove. Faster and faster and faster
3:26 P.M

Dr. Troutrman | eaned in the open doorway and said, “He' |l be better in the
nmor ni ng.”

“That's fine,” Bob Thorp said. “You go along honme now.” Popping the |ast piece
of his chocol ate-al nond bar into his nmouth, the doctor said, “Take care.” He

wal ked away.

To Thorp, Sal sbury said, “Get sone help. Mowve the body into one of the cells.
Stretch himout on the bunk so that he | ooks like he's sleeping.”

4:16 P. M

Rai n gurgled noisily down the | eader beside the kitchen w ndow.

The room snel |l ed of | enons.

Steamrose fromthe spout of the teapot and fromthe china cup

Rya wi ped away her tears, blinked in sudden recollection, and said, “Ch. Ch, yes
. ‘I amthe key.'”

4:45 P. M
The downpour dwi ndl ed abruptly to a drizzle. Soon the rain stopped altogether

Sal sbury rai sed one of the Venetian blinds and | ooked out at North Uni on Road.
The gutters were overflowing. A miniature |ake had fornmed down toward the square
where a drai nage grating was clogged with | eaves and grass. The trees dri pped
like melting candl es.

He was glad to see it end. He had begun to worry about the turbulent flying
conditions that Dawson’s helicopter pilot would have to face.

One way or another, Dawson had to get to Black River to-

night. Salsbury didn't actually need help to deal with the situation; but he did
need to be able to share the blame if the field test went even further awy.
Neither of his current options was w thout risk. He could send Bob Thorp and a
coupl e of deputies to the general store to arrest the Edisons and the
Annendal es. O course there might be trouble, violence, even a shoot-out. Every
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addi tional corpse or mssing person that had to be explained to the authorities
outside of Black River increased the chance of discovery. On the other hand, if
he had to maintain the roadbl ock through tonorrow, keep control of the town, and
perpetuate the state of siege, his chances of coming out on top of this would be
| ess prom sing than they were now.

What in the devil was happening at Edison’s place? They had found the boy’'s
body. He knew that. He had assi gned several guards to cover the store. Wy
hadn’t they cone here to see Bob Thorp? Wiy hadn’'t they tried to | eave town? Wy
hadn't they, in short, acted |ike anyone el se woul d have done? Surely, even wth
Buddy’'s story to build from they couldn’'t have reconstructed the truth behind
the events of the past few weeks. They couldn’t know who he really was. They
probably didn't know about sublimnal advertising in general —and certainly not
about his research in specific. He suddenly w shed that he had brought his
briefcase with the infinity transmtter from Pauline Vicker’'s roonm ng house.
“Everything | ooks so crisp and fresh after a summer rain, doesn’t it?” Bob Thorp
asked.

“I"'mglad it's over,” Sal shury said.

“I't isn"t. Not by a long shot.”

Sal sbury turned fromthe w ndows. “What?”

Smiling, as am able as Sal sbury had ordered himto be, Bob Thorp said, “These
sunmer storns start and stop half a dozen tines before they're finished. That's
because they bounce back and forth, back and forth between the nountains unti
they finally find a way out.”

Thi nki ng of Dawson’s helicopter, Sal sbury said, “Since when are you a

met eor ol ogi st ?”

“Well, 1've lived here all ny life, except for nmy hitch in the service. |'ve
seen hundreds of storms like this one, and t hey—=>

“l said it’'s over! The stormis over, Finished. Done with. Do you understand?”
Frowni ng, Thorp said, “The stormis over.”

“I want it to be over,” Salsbury said. “So it is. It's over if | say it is.

isn't it?”
“Of course.
“All right.”

“1t’s over.”

“Dunmb cop.”

Thorp sai d not hi ng.

“Aren’t you a dunmb cop?”

“I"m not dunb.”

“l say you are. You're dunb. Stupid. Stupid as an ox. Aren’t you, Bob?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“What ?”

“That you're as stupid as an ox.”

“I"’mas stupid as an ox.”

Returning to the wi ndow, Sal sbury stared angrily at the | owering cobalt clouds.
Eventual ly he said, “Bob, | want you to go to Pauline Vicker’s house.”

Thorp stood up at once.

“lI"ve got a roomon the second floor, the first door on the right at the head of
the stairs. You'll find a | eather briefcase beside the bed. Fetch it for ne.”
4:55 P.M

The four of them went through the crowded stockroom and onto the rear porch of
the general store.

I medi ately, twenty yards away on the wet eneral d-green

| awn, a man noved out of the niche forned by two angled rows of lilac bushes. He
was a tall, hawk-faced man in horn-rinmed gl asses. He was wearing a dark

rai ncoat and hol ding a doubl e-barrel ed shot gun

“Do you know hi n?” Paul asked.

“Harry Thurston,” Jenny said. “He’'s a foreman at the mll. Lives next door.”
Wth one hand Rya clutched Paul’s shirt. Her self-confidence and her faith in
peopl e had been seriously eroded by what she had seen Bob Thorp do to her
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brother. Watching the man with the shotgun, trenbling, her voice pitched
slightly higher than it normally was, she said, “Is he . . . going to shoot US?”
Paul placed one hand on her shoul der, squeezed gently, reassuringly. “Nobody’s
going to be shot.”

As he spoke he ardently wi shed that he could believe what he was telling her
Fortunately, Sam Edison sold a line of firearms in addition to groceries, dry
goods, drugs, notions and sundries; therefore, they weren't defensel ess. Jenny
had a .22 rifle. Sam and Paul were both carrying Snith & Wesson Conbat Magnum
revolvers | oaded with .38 Special cartridges which would produce only half of
the fierce kick of Magnum anmunition. However, they didn't want to use the guns,
for they were trying to | eave the house secretly; they kept the guns at their
sides, barrels ained at the porch floor

“I"l'l handle this,” Sam said. He went across the porch to the wooden steps and
started down.

“Hold it right there,” said the nman with the shotgun. He came ten yards cl oser
He pointed the weapon at Samis chest, kept his finger on the trigger, and

wat ched all of themw th unconceal ed anxi ety and distrust.

Paul gl anced at Jenny.

She was biting her lower lip. She |ooked as if she wanted to swing up her rifle
and level it at Harry Thurston’s head.

That might set off a meani ngl ess but disastrous exchange of gunfire.

He had a nental inmage of the shotgun boomi ng. Booming again. . . Flane

bl ossomi ng fromthe nuzzles

“Calm” he said quietly.

Jenny nodded.

At the bottomof the steps, still twenty-five feet fromthe nman with the
shot gun, Sam hel d out a hand in greeting. Wien Thurston ignored it, Sam said,
“Harry?”

Thurston’s shotgun didn't waver. Neither did his expression. But he said,
“Hell o, Sam”

“What are you doing here, Harry?”

“You know,” Thurston said.

“I"'mafraid | don't.”

“Quarding you,” Thurston said.

“From what ?”

“From escapi ng.”

“You're here to keep us fromescaping fromour own house?” Sam gri nmaced. “Wy
woul d we want to escape from our own house? Harry, you aren't talking sense.”

Thurston frowned. “1’ m guardi ng you,” he said stubbornly.
“For whon?”

“The police. |’'ve been deputized.” “Deputized? By whon?”
“Bob Thorp.”

“When?”

“An hour.. . hour and a half.”

“Why does Bob want you to keep us in the house?”
“You know why,” Thurston said again.
“I"ve already told you that | don't know. ”

“You' ve done sonet hing.” “Wat have we done?” “Something wong. Illegal.” “You
know us better than that.” Thurston said nothing. “Don’t you, Harry?” Silence.
“What have we done?” Saminsisted. “lI don't know. ”

“Bob didn't tell you?”

“I"mjust an energency deputy.”

The shot gun | ooks nonet hel ess deadly for that, Paul thought.

“You don’t know what we’'re supposed to have done?” Sam asked. “But you're
willing to shoot us if we try to | eave?”

“Those are ny orders.”

“How | ong have you known ne?”

“Twenty years anyway.”

“And Jenny?”

“Along tine.”

“You're willing to kill old friends just because soneone tells you to?” Sam
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asked. He was probing, trying to discover the breadth and depth of Sal sbury’s
control

Thurston couldn’t answer that question. H's eyes flicked fromone to the other
of them and he shuffled his feet in the wet grass. He was exceedi ngly nervous,
confused, and exasperated—but he was determ ned to do what the chief of police
had asked of him

Unable to take his eyes off the finger that was curled tightly around the
shotgun trigger, unable to | ook at Sam when he spoke to him Paul said, “W
better get on with this. | think nmaybe you ve pushed him far enough.”

“I think so too,” Samsaid tensely. And then to Thurston: “I amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

“Lower the gun, Harry.” Thurston obeyed.

“Thank God,” Jenny said. “Come here, Harry.”

Thurston went to Sam

“1"I'l be damed,” Jenny said.

A perfect zonbie, Paul thought. Aregular little tin soldier.. A chill passed
al ong hi s spine.

Sam said, “Harry, who really told you to cone over here and keep a watch on us?”
“Bob Thorp.”

“Tell nme the truth.”

“I't was Bob Thorp,” Thurston said, perplexed.

“I't wasn’t a man naned Sal sbury?”

“Sal sbury? No.”

“Haven’t you net Sal sbhury?”

“No. Who are you tal king about?” “Maybe he called hinself Al bert Deighton.” “Wo
di d?” Thurston asked. “Sal sbury.”

“l don’t know anyone nanmed Dei ghton.”

Jenny, Rya, and Paul cane down the rain-slick steps and joined the two nen.
“Sal shury’s obvi ously working through Bob Thorp,” Jenny said, “one way or

anot her.”

“What are you peopl e tal ki ng about ?” Thurston asked.

Samsaid, “Harry, | amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

Taking a nonent to study Thurston and to deci de upon his approach, Samfinally
said, “Harry, we are going for a walk up toward Hatti e Lange's house. You won't
try to stop us. Is that clear?”

“1 won't stop you.”

“You won’t shoot us.”

“No. OF course not.”

“You won’t call out or nmmke trouble of any kind.”

Thur ston shook his head: no.

“When we | eave here,” Samsaid, “you |l go back to the lilac bush. You'll forget
that we ever canme out of the house. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“lI want you to forget that we’'ve had this little talk. Wen the four of us |eave
here, I want you to forget every word that’'s been spoken between us. Can you do
that, Harry?”

“Sure. 1I'Il forget that we talked, that | saw any of you just now, all of it,

like a you said.”

For a human robot, for an honest-to-God zonbie, Paul thought, he seemed damed
rel axed.

“You'll think we're still inside,” Sam said.

Thurston stared at the back of the general store.

“You'll guard the place exactly as you were doing a few m nutes ago,” Sam sai d.
“Quard it.. . That’'s what Bob told nme to do.”

“Then do it,” Samsaid. “And forget you ve seen us.”

oediently, Harry Thurston returned to the man-size niche in the wall of lilac
bushes. He stood with his feet apart. He held the shotgun in both hands,
parallel to the ground, prepared to raise it and fire within a second if faced
with a sudden threat.
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“Incredible,” Jenny said.
“Looks like a stormtrooper,’
here.”

Jenny foll owed him

Paul took hold of Rya's icy hand.

Her face drawn, a haunted | ook in her eyes, she squeezed his hand and said,

“WIIl it be all right again?”

“Sure. Everything will be fine before nuch |onger,” he told her, not certain if
that was the truth or another lie.

They went west, across the rear |awns of the neighboring houses, wal king fast
and hopi ng they woul dn’t be seen.

Wth every step Paul expected soneone to shout at them And in spite of the
manner in which Harry Thurson had behaved, he al so expected to hear a shotgun

bl ast cl ose behind him much too cl ose behind him inches fromhis shoul der

bl ades: one sudden apocal yptic roar and then an endl ess sil ence.

Hal fway down the block they canme to the back of St. Luke's, the town’s

al | -denomi national church. It was a freshly painted, neatly kept rectangul ar
white franme structure on a brick-faced foundati on. There was a five-story-high
bell tower at the front of the building, out on the Main Street side.

Samtried the rear door and found it unlocked. They slipped inside, one at a
tinme.

For two or three minutes they stood in the narrow, nusty, w ndow ess foyer, and
waited to see if Harry Thurston or anyone el se would foll ow t hem

No one did.

“Smal | bl essings,” Jenny said.

Sam |l ed theminto the chanber behind the altar. That room was even darker than
the foyer. They accidentally knocked over a rack full of choir gowns—and stood
very still until the echo

of the crash had faded away, until they were certain that they hadn't reveal ed

t hensel ves.

Hol di ng hands, fornming a human chain, they stunbled out of that room and onto
the altar platform Because the stormclouds filtered the day into twilight
before it was filtered again by the | eaded stained-glass w ndows, the church
proper was only marginally brighter than the roombehind it, Neverthel ess, there
was sufficient light to allowthemto break the chain; and they foll owed Sam
along the center aisle, between the two ranks of pews, without having to fee
their way as if they were blind people in a strange house.

At the rear of the nave, on the |eft-hand side, Sam pulled open a door. Beyond

I ay an encl osed spiral staircase. Samwent first; Jenny went next, then Rya.

Paul stood on the bottom step, staring out at the shadowy church for a minute or
two. His revolver was ready in his right hand. When the big roomrenai ned sil ent
and deserted, he closed the stairwell door and went up to join the others.

The top of the bell tower was a nine-foot-square platform The bell —ene yard

wi de at the nmouth-was at the center of the platform of course, suspended from
the hi ghest point of the arched ceiling. A chain was welded to the rimof the
bell and trailed through a small hole in the floor, down to the base of the
tower where the toiler could tug on it. The walls were only four feet high, open
fromthere to the ceiling. A white pillar rose at each corner, supporting the
peaked, sl ate-shingled roof. Because the roof overhung the wails by four feet on
all sides, the rain hadn’t come in through the open spaces; and the belfry
platformwas dry.

‘When he reached the head of the stairs, Paul got on his hands and knees. People
sel dom | ooked up as they hurried about their business, especially when they were
ina famliar place; however, there was no reason to risk being seen. He craw ed
around the bell to the opposite side of the platform

Jenny and Rya were sitting on the floor, their back to the half-wall. The .22
rifle lay at Jenny’'s side. She was talking to the girl in a low voice, telling
her a joke or a story, trying to help

her ease her tensions and overcone sonme of her grief. Jenny glanced at Paul,
smled, but kept her attention focused on Rya.

That should be my job, Paul thought. Hel pi ng Rya. Reassuring her and conforting

Sam said wearily. “Conme on. Let’'s get out of
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her, being with her.

And then he thought, No. For the time being, your job is to prepare yourself to
kill at |east one man. Maybe two or three. Maybe as nany as half a dozen
Suddenly he wondered how the viol ence past and the viol ence yet to conme would
affect his relationship with his daughter. Knowi ng he had killed several nen,
woul d Rya fear himas she now feared Bob Thorp? Knowi ng he was capabl e of the
ultimate brutal act, would she ever be at ease with himagain? Death had taken
his wife and his son. Wuld alienation take his daughter from hinf

Sam was on his knees, peering over the belfry wall.

Deeply disturbed but aware that this wasn’t the time to worry about nore than a
few hours of the future, easing in beside Sam Paul |ooked eastward, to his

| eft. He could see Edison’s General Store half a block away. Karkov’'s service
station and garage. The houses in the last section of town. The basebal |l dianond
on the meadow near the river. At the end of the valley, near the bend in the

hi ghway, a police car was angl ed across both | anes.

“Roadbl ock.”

Sam said, “l’'ve seen it.”

“Sal shury does have us penned up.”

“And right now he's probably wondering why the hell we haven't tried to call the
cops or |leave Black River.”

To Paul’s right was the main part of town. The square. Utman's Cafe with its
pai r of enornous bl ack oak trees. The nunicipal building. Beyond the square,
nore | ovely houses:

brick houses and stone houses and white gi ngerbread Got hic houses and trim
little bungal ows. A couple of shops with striped awnings out in front. The

t el ephone conpany office. St. Margaret Mary's. The cenetery. The Union Theater
with its old fashi oned marquee. And then the road to the mll. The entire
panorama, so recently scrubbed by the storm |ooked crisp and

bri ght and quai nt—and too i nnocent to contain the evil that he knew it harbored.
“You still think Sal sbury’s holed up in the nunicipal building?” Paul asked.
"Where el se?”

“l guess so.”

“The chief's office is the |ogical comand center.”

Paul | ooked at his watch. “A quarter past five.”

“W'll wait here until dark,” Samsaid. “Nine o' clock or thereabouts. Then we’'ll
sneak across the street, get past his guards with the code phrase, and reach him
before he’s seen us conming.”

“I't sounds so easy.”

“I't will be,” Sam said.

Li ghtning flashed |ike a fuse and thunder expl oded and rain |ike shrapne
clattered on the tower roof and on the streets bel ow

5:20 P.M
Smiling as he had been told to smle, his arns folded across his broad chest,
Bob Thorp | eaned casual |y agai nst the wi ndow sill and watched Sal sbury, who was

wor ki ng at Bob’s desk

The infinity transmtter was connected to the office tel ephone. The line was
open to Sam Edi son’s place—er at |east the nunber had been dialed, and the |ine
shoul d have been open

Sal sbury hunched over the chief’s desk, the receiver gripped so tightly in his
right hand that his knuckl es appeared to be about to slice through the pale skin
that sheathed them He listened closely for sone sound, sone insignificant tiny
little sound of human origin, fromthe general store or fromthe living quarters
on the two floors above the store.

Not hi ng.

“Conme on,” he said inpatiently.

Si |l ence.

Cursing the infinity transmtter, telling hinself that the damed thing hadn’t
worked, that it was a piece of crappy Bel gi an-nmade hardware and so what coul d
you expect, he hung up. He checked to see if the wires were attached to the
proper termnals, then dialed the Edisons’ nunber again.
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The |ine opened: hissing, a soft roar not unlike the echo of your own
circul ati on when you held a seashell to your ear

In the background at the Edison’s place, a clock ticked rather noisily,
hol | oW y.

He | ooked at his watch. 5:24

Not hi ng. Sil ence.

5: 26

He hung up, dial ed again.

He heard the ticking clock

5:28

5:29

5:30

No one spoke over there. No one cried or |aughed or sighed or coughed or yawned
or mnoved.

5:32

5:33

Sal sbury pressed the receiver to his ear as hard as he could, concentrated,
strained with his whole body and attention to hear Edison or Annendal e or one of
t he ot hers.

5:34

5:35

They were over there. Danmmt, they were!

5: 36

He sl ammed the receiver into its cradle.

The bastards know I'’mlistening to them he thought. They're trying to be quiet,
trying to worry ne. That’s it. That has to be

it.

He picked up the tel ephone and di al ed the Edi sons’ nunber.

A ticking clock. Nothing el se.

5:39

5: 40

“Bastards!”

He hung up the phone with a bang!

Suddenly he was drenched with perspiration

Clammy and unconfortable, he got to his feet. But he was frozen by rage; he
couldn’t nove

He said to Thorp, “Even if they did get out of the store sonme way, sonehow, they
can’t have left town. That's absolutely inpossible. None of them s a nagician.
They can’t have done it. |I've got it all sewed up. Haven't 17?”

Thorp smled at him He was still operating under the previous orders Sal sbury
had gi ven him

“Answer e, damm you!”

Thorp's smil e vanished.

Sal sbury was livid and greasy with sweat. “Haven’t | got this fucking town sewed

up tight?”

“Ch, yes,” Thorp said obediently.

“No one can get out of this crummy burg unless | let themout of it. Isn't that
right?”

“Yes. You've got it sewn up.”

Sal sbury was shaking. Dizzy. “Even if they slipped out of the store, |I can find
them 1 can find themany damed tinme | want to. Can’t |?”

“Yes.”

“l can tear this goddanmed town apart, rip it w de open and find those
sonsof bi t ches.”

“Any time you want.”

“They can’t escape.”

Abruptly sitting down, alnost as if he had coll apsed, Sal sbury said, “But that
doesn’'t matter. They haven't left the store. They can’t have left it. It’s
guarded. C osely guarded. It's a dammed prison. So they' re still in the place.
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Bei ng quiet as mce. They know |I'mlistening. They're dying to trick nme. That's
what it is. Atrick. That's precisely what it is.”

He dial ed the Edi sons’ number.

He heard the familiar ticking of the clock in one of the roons where there was a
receiver.

5:44

5:45

He hung up.

Di al ed agai n.

Ti cki ng. .

5:46

5:47

He hung up.

Ginning at the chief of police, he said, “Do you realize what they want ne to
do?”

Thorp shook his head: no.

“They want ne to panic. They want nme to order you to nake a house-to-house
search for them” He giggled. “I could do that. |I could nake everyone in town
cooperate in a house-to-house search. But that would take hours. And then |I'd
have to erase the nenory of it fromeveryone's nind, Four hundred minds. That
woul d take a coupl e of hours nore. They want ne to waste ny tinme. Precious tine.
They want nme to panic and waste hours and maybe give them a chance to slip by ne
in the confusion. Isn't that what they want?”

Sal sbury giggled. “Wll, I'"'mnot playing their gane. |'mgoing to wait for
Dawson and Klinger. I'mnot going to panic. Not nme. | amin control of the
situation—and I'Il stay that way.”

Ti -under boonmed over the valley and reverberated in the two of fice w ndows.

He di al ed the general store.

5:50

5:51

He giggl ed and hung up

Then he had a startling thought: if the Edisons and the Annendal es knew he was
listening to them that neant they knew the entire story, the truth, knew who he

was, really was, and what be was doing here in Black River. . . And that was

i mpossi bl e.

He di al ed agai n.

5:52

Not hi ng. Sil ence.

He put down the receiver and turned to Thorp. “Well, | guess it doesn't matter
if they do know. They can’t get away. |’ve got themwhere | want them | have
the power . . .“ He stared at the infinity transmtter for a while, then | ooked

back at Thorp. “What do you think Mriamw ||l do when she finds out about the
power |’'ve got?”
“Who's Mrian®”

“You know Mriam?”

“l don’t know her.”
“She’s nmy ex-wife.”
“Arotten bitch.”
Thor p sai d not hi ng.
“Frigid as a Popsicle.
“I"'msorry.”

“I know what she’ll do,” Sal sbury said. “She’'ll come crawling to ne. dd Mriam
Craming to ne, Bob. On her hands and knees. She will. Wn't she?”

“Yes,” Thorp said.

The power. ..

“You know what |’I1 do?”

Thorp said, “No.”

“You know what the hell I'lIl do when that rotten bitch conmes on her hands and
knees, crawling on her hands and knees to nme?”

“Kick her in the face.”

“That’s assault,” Thorp said.
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“Same for Dawson. Kick himin the face.”

“That's assault. You'll wind up in jail.”

“I1"I'l get Dawson,” Sal shury said solemly. Then he giggled. “I'Il get that
sancti noni ous ol d bastard.”

Thorp frowned.

“Think I could find a pair of jackboots, Bob?”

“A pair of what?”

“Maybe there are a few people, just a few people, not many mnd you, that I'd
want jackboots for.”

6:30 P.M

“Hel | 0?”

“Ms. Wlinski?”

“Yes.”

“I amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

“I's your husband there?” “He's upstairs right now”

“I's he alone upstairs?” “Alone? Yes.” “Are you al one downstairs?” “Yes.”
“Do you know Sam Edi son?” “Ch, sure.”

“I's he at your house now?” “San®? No.”

“I's Jenny Edison at your house?” “No. Wy shoul d she be?”

“Haven’t you seen either of the Edisons today?”

“No. Look here, |—=

“Ms. Wlinski, when you hang up your tel ephone, you' |l forget every word of
this conversation. You'll only renmenber that soneone called and tried to sel
you life insurance. Sonmeone from Bexford. |Is that understood?”

“Yes.”

“Hang up, Ms. Wlinski.”

6:45 P. M
“St. Margaret Mary's.”
“Is this the rectory?” “Yes, it is.” “Father O Hara?” “Speaking.”

“I amthe key.”

“I amthe lock.”

“Are you al one, father?”

“Yes.”

“What about your housekeeper?”

“She’s gone hone for the day.”

“Do you know Sam and Jenny Edi son?”
“Certainly. Fine people.” “Is either of themw th you now?”
“Here at the rectory? No.”

“I'n the church perhaps?” “No. Wiy do you ask?”
“Have you seen either of the Edisons today?”

“No. I-=

“Do you know Paul Annendal e?”

“l don’t believe so. If there's some sort of energency—= “Shut up, O Hara. Wen
you hang up your tel ephone, you Il forget every word of this conversation

You' Il only renenber that someone dialed a wong nunber. |Is that understood?”
“Yes.”

“Hang up, O Hara.”

7:00 P.M

either of the Edi sons today?” “lI saw Sam Down at the store.” “Wen was that,
Ms. Jam son?” “This norning. Around nine.” “You haven’t seen hi m since?”
“Ms. Jamison, | don't want you to go away fromthe phone. You stand right
there. But give the receiver to your husband.”

“Hel | 0?”

“M. Jam son?”

“Yes?”
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“I amthe key.”
“l amthe |ock.”

7:30 P.M
“...don't want you to go away fromthe phone, Ms. Potter. You stand right

there. But give the receiver to Reverend Potter.”
“All right. Just a ninute.

“Hel | 0?”
“Reverend Potter?”
“This is he.”

“I amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

“Do you know Sam and Jenny Edi son?” “Yes. Very well, in fact.”

“Have you seen either of themtoday?” "No."

“Are you absolutely sure of that?”

“Ch, yes. Absolutely.”

“Have you talked to either of themtoday?”

“No. |—=

“Do you know Paul Annendal e or his daughter?” “Yes. Every year they—=>
“Have you seen or talked to them today?”

“No. |'ve spent the day—

“What the fuck’s happeni ng, Potter?”

“l beg your pardon?”

“Where in the hell are they?”

“l don’t |ike foul |anguage or—

“I"ve called fifty people in the past hour and a half. Nobody’'s seen them
Nobody’ s heard fromthem Nobody knows anything. Well, they ve got to be in this
town. |I'mdam sure of that! They can’t get out . . . Christ. You know what
think, Potter? | think they' re still in the general store.”

npfo

“Being quiet as nmice. Trying to fool nme. They want me to come | ooking for them
They want ne to send Bob Thorp after

them They probably have guns in there. Wll, they can’'t fool ne. They’'re not

going to start a shooting match and | eave nme with a dozen bodies to account for
1"l wait themout. I'Il get them Potter. And you know what 1’|l do when | get
nmy hands on then? The Edi sons will have to be studied, of course. I'Il have to

End out why they didn't respond to the drug and the sublimnals. But | know why
the Annendal es didn't respond. They weren't here for the program So when | get

them | can dispose of themright away. Right away. I’'Il have Bob Thorp bl ow
their fucking heads off. The sonsofbitches. That’'s exactly what [’ do.”

7

9:00 P.M

AT DUSK, when the thunderstormtenporarily abated for the fourth tinme that day,
a stream i ned executive helicopter, painted bright yellow and black like a
hornet, already gleaming with green and red running lights, fluttered into the
east end of the Black River valley. It was flying low, no higher than sixty feet
above the ground. It followed Main Street toward the town square, chopping up
the hunid air. A flat echo of the stuttering bl ades rebounded fromthe wet
pavenent bel ow.

In the bell tower of the all-denom national church, also sixty feet above the
ground-—but safely hidden in the deep shadows that were cast by the overhangi ng
bel fry roof —Rya, Jenny, Paul, and Sam watched the aircraft as it approached. In
the penunbral, purple-gray twilight the helicopter seemed dangerously close to
them but no one in it was looking their way. However, the waning daylight was
still bright enough to allow themto see into the flight deck and into the cozy
passenger cabin behind it.

"Two nmen besides the pilot,” Sam said.

At the square the helicopter hovered for a nonent, then swept across the
muni ci pal building and settled into the parking lot ten yards fromthe spare
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police car.

As the evening quietude returned in the aircraft’s wake, jenny said, “Do you
think those men are connected with Sal shury?”

“No doubt about it,” Sam sai d.

“CGover nnment ?”

Paul said, “No.”

“l agree,” Sam said al nbst happily. “Even the President’s chopper is
mlitary-style on the outside—although probably not on the inside. The
governnent doesn’t use sleek little executive nmachines |ike that yellow and

bl ack job.”

“Whi ch doesn’t rule out the governnment’'s having a part in this,” Paul said.
“Ch, certainly not. It doesn't rule out anything,” Samsaid. “But it’'s a good
sign.”

“What now?” Rya asked.

“Now we watch and wait,” Paul said, his eyes fixed on the white-brick nunicipa
buil ding. “Just watch and wait.”

The danp air still held an unpleasant tang of the helicopter's exhaust funes.
Up in the nountains, thunder runbled nmenacingly. Lightning arced between two of
the higher peaks as if they were terminals in Frankenstein's |aboratory.

To Paul tine seened alnost at a standstill. Each minute ticked on and on and on
Each second was like a tiny bubble of air rising slowy through the bottle of
gl ucose on the intravenous-feeding rack that he had watched for hour after

| eaden hour at Annie’s hospital bedside.

Finally, at 9:20 two cars cane down Main Street fromthe mnunicipal building: the
second police cruiser and a one-year-old Ford LTD. The four headl anps sliced
open the crescent darkness. Half a bl ock beyond the church, they parked at the
curb in front of the general store.

Bob Thorp and two nen with handguns clinbed out of the squad car. For a nonent
they stood in the splash of anber white Iight fromthe LTD, then they went up
the porch steps and di sappeared beneath the veranda roof.

Three nen got out of the second car. They left the engine

runni ng and the doors open. They didn't follow Thorp; they remained at the LTD.
Because they were standing behind the headlights, they were for the nbst part in
darkness. Paul couldn't tell if they were arnmed or not. But he knew for certain
who they were: Sal sbury and the two passengers fromthe helicopter

“Do you want to go down there and take them now?” Paul asked Sam “Wile they
have their backs to us?”

“Too risky. We don't know if they’'ve got guns. They might hear us com ng. And
even if we did catch them by surprise, one of themwould get away, sure as hell
Let’s wait a bit.”

At 9:35 one of Bob Thorp’s “deputies” canme down the porch steps and joined the
three nen at the second car. They tal ked, possibly argued, for a few seconds.
The deputy remai ned at the LTD while Sal sbury and his associates nmounted the
steps to the general store.

9:50 P. M

Turni ng away fromthe bookshel ves in Sam Edi son’s study, Dawson said, “Al right
then. Now we understand how they m ght have pieced it together. Ogden, do they
know t he code phrases?”

Shocked by the question, Salshbury said, “Of course not! How in the hell could

t hey know?”
“The little girl mght have heard you use themw th Thorp or with her brother.”
“No,” he said. “Inpossible. She didn't Step into that doorway until long after |

gave up trying to get control of her brother—and long, long after |I’'d already
assuned control of Thorp.”

“Did you try to use the phrase on her?”

Did | ? Sal sbury wondered. | renenber seeing her there, taking a step toward her,
bei ng unable to catch her. But did | use the code phrase?

He rejected that notion because if he accepted it he would

have to accept defeat, conplete destruction. “No,” he told Dawson. “I didn't
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have time to use the phrase. | saw her. She turned and ran. | ran after her, but
she was too fast.”

“You' re absolutely certain?”

“Absol utely.”

Regardi ng Sal shury wi th unvarni shed di sgust, the general said, “You should have
foreseen this devel opnent with Edi son. You should have known about this library,
thi s hobby of his.”

“How in the hell could | foresee any of it?” Salsbury asked. H's face was
flushed. H's nyopic eyes seened to bul ge even nore than usual behind his thick
gl asses.

“I'f you had done your duty—=>

“Duty,” Salsbury said scornfully. Half of his anger was generated by his fear;
but it was inportant that neither Dawson nor Klinger see that. “This isn't the
stinking military, Ernst. This isn't the army. I'’mnot one of your oh-so-hunble
enlisted nmen.”

Klinger turned away fromhim went to the wi ndow, and said, “Maybe we’'d all be
better off if you were.”

WIlling the general to look at him aware that he was at a di sadvantage so | ong
as Klinger felt safe enough to turn his back, Salsbury said, “Christ! No matter
how careful 1'd been—=

“That’ s enough,” Dawson said. He spoke softly but with such comrand t hat

Sal sbury stopped tal king and the general |ooked away fromthe w ndow. *“We
haven't tine for argunents and accusations. W' ve got to find those four

peopl e.”
“They can’t have gotten out of town through the east end of the valley,”
Sal sbury said. “lI know |’'ve got that sealed tight.”

“You thought you had this house sealed up tight too,” Klinger said. “But they

sl i pped past you.”

“Let’s not judge too harshly, Ernst,” Dawson said. He smiled in a fatherly,
Christian fashion and nodded at Sal sbury. But there was only hatred and | oathing
in his black eyes. “I agree with Ogden. Hi s precautions at the east end are
certainly adequate. Although we m ght consider tripling the nunber of men al ong
the river and in the woods now that night has fallen. And | believe Ogden’s al so
covered the | ogging roads well enough.”

“Then there are two possibilities,” Klinger said, deciding to play the mlitary
strategist. “One—they mght still be in town, hiding somewhere, waiting for a
chance to get past the roadbl ock or the nen guarding the river. O two—naybe
they’'re going to wal k out through the mountains. W know from Thorp that the
Annendal es are experienced canpers and hikers.”

Bob Thorp was standing by the door, as if he were an honor guard. He said,
“That’'s true.”

“I don't see it,” Salsbury said. “I mean, they have an el even-year-old girl with
them She'll slow themdown. They’'ll need days to reach help that way.”

“That little girl has spent a big part of the |ast seven summers in these
forests,” the general said. “She might not be as much of a drag on them as you
think. Besides, if we don't locate them they’'ll do the sane danage whet her they
reach help tonight or not until the niddl e of next week.”

Dawson t hought about that. Then: “If they're trying to wal k out through the
nmount ai ns, sixty niles round-about to Bexford, how far do you think they’ ve
gotten by now?”

“Three, maybe three and a half niles,” Klinger said.

“No farther than that?”

“l doubt it,” Klinger said. “They'd have to be dammed careful |eaving town if
they didn't want to be seen. They'd nove slowy, a few yards at a tine for the
first mile. Inthe forest they'd need a while to really hit their stride. And
even if the little girl is at hone in the woods, she’'d slow themdown a bit.”
“Three and a half nmiles,” Dawson said thoughtfully. “Wuldn't that put them
sonewhere between the Big Union nill and the planned forests?”

“That’s about right.”

Dawson cl osed his eyes and seened to nmutter a few words of silent prayer; his
l'ips nmoved slightly. Then his eyes snapped open, as if sprung by a holy
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revel ation, and he said, “The first thing we'll do is organize a search in the
nmount ai ns.”

“That’s absurd,” Sal sbury said, although he was aware that Dawson probably
thought of his plan as a divine inspiration,

the very handiwork of God. “It would be Iike—well, like hunting for a needle in
a haystack.”

Hi s voice as cold as the dead boy in the next room Dawson said, “We have nearly
two hundred nen at the |ogging canp, all of themfamliar with these nountains.
We' Il nobilize them Armthemw th axes and rifles and shotguns. G ve them
flashlights and Col eman | anterns. W' Il put themin trucks and jeeps and send
thema nmile or so beyond the | ogging canp. They can forma search |ine and wal k
back. Forty feet between the nen. That way, the line will be a mle and a half

fromone end to the other—yet each man will have only a small area of ground to
cover. The Edi sons and the Annendal es won't be able to get by them”
“It’ 11 work,” Klinger said admringly.

“But what if they aren’t up there in the nountains?” Sal shury said. “Wat if
they're right here in town?”

“Then we’ve nothing to worry about,” Dawson said. “They can't get to you because
you' re surrounded by Bob Thorp and his deputies. They can’'t get out of town
because every exit is blocked. Al they can do is wait.” He smled wolfishly.

“I'f we don't find themin the nountains by three or four o’ clock in the norning,
we' || begin a house-to-house search here in town. One way or another, | want
this whole affair wapped up by noon tonorrow.”

“That's asking a lot,” the general said.

“l don’t care,” Dawson said. “It isn't asking too rmuch. | want the four of them
dead by noon. | want to restructure the nenories of everyone in this tow to
cover our trail conpletely. By

noon.”

“Dead?” Sal sbury said, confused. He pushed his glasses up on his nose. “But I
need to study the Edisons. You can kill the Annendales if you want. But |’ve got
to know why the Edi sons weren't affected. |’'ve got—=

“Forget that,” Dawson said brusquely. “If we attenpted to capture them and take
them back to the | aboratory at Greenwich, there’'s a good chance they’d escape
along the way. W Can't risk that. They know too nuch. Mich too nuch.”

“But we’'ll have so damed many corpses!” Sal sbury said. “For God's sake, there's
al ready the boy. And Buddy Pellineri. Four nore. . - And If they fight back, we
may have as many as a dozen to bury. How are we going to account for so many?”
Qovi ously pleased with hinself, Dawson said, “W’ ||l put the ot of themin the
Uni on Theater. Then we'll stage a tragic fire. W’ ve got Dr. Troutman to issue
death certificates. And we can use the key-lock programto keep the relatives
fromrequesting autopsies.”

“Excellent,” Klinger said, grinning, lightly clapping his hands. Sycophant to
the court of King Leonard the First, Salshury thought sourly.

“Real ly excellent, Leonard,” Klinger said.

“Thank you, Ernst.”

“Christ on a crutch,” Sal shury said weakly.

Dawson gave hima nasty | ook. He was di spl eased with such strong profanity. “For
every sin that we commit, the Lord will have His awful retribution one day.
There's no escaping that.”

Sal sbury sai d not hi ng.

“There is a hell.”

Looking at Klinger, finding no support nor even a w nk of synpathy, Sal sbury
managed to keep quiet. There was sonething in Dawson’'s voice—tike a well-honed
knife hidden in the soft folds of a priest’s gown—sonet hing hard and sharp that
frightened him

Dawson gl anced at his watch and said, “Tine to be noving, gentlenen. Let’s get
this over with.”

10:12 P. M

The helicopter rose fromthe parking | ot behind the runicipal building. It swing
gracefully over the town square where several people stood watching it, and then
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it clattered westward toward the nountain, into the darkness.

In a nonent it was gone.

Sam turned away fromthe street and slunped with his back to the belfry wall.
“On their way to the mll?”

“Looks like it,” Paul said. “But why?”

“Good question. | would have asked the same thing nyself if you hadn't.”

“Anot her thing,” Paul said. “What if they ve figured out how we escaped? Wat if
they realize we know the code phrase?”

“That’s not very likely.”

“But if it's the case?”

“I wish I knew,” Samsaid worriedly. He sighed. “But renenber that even under
the worst circunstances, it’'s just us against them If they realize how nuch we
know, we | ose the advantage of surprise. But they’ve |ost the advantage of an
arnmy of programred bodyguards. So it bal ances out.”

Jenny said, “Do you think both of Salsbury's friends are aboard the helicopter?”
Sam hel d his revolver before him He was unable to see nore than the outline of
it in the darkness. Nevertheless, studying it with dread fascination, he said,
“Well now, that's another thing | sure wish | knew”

Paul s hands were shaking. H's owmn Smth & Wesson felt as if it weighed a
hundred pounds. He said, “I guess we go after Sal sbury now”

“It’s past tinme we did.”

Jenny touched her father’s hand, the one that held the gun. “But what if one of
those nen did stay with Sal shury?”

“Then it’s two against two,” Samsaid. “And we sure as hell can handle that.”
“I'f 1 went along,” she said, “it would be three against two, and that woul d have
to inprove the odds.”

“Rya needs you,” Sam said. He hugged her, kissed her on the cheek. “W' || be

okay, Jen. | know we will. You just watch after Rya while we're gone.”
And if you don't cone back?”
Ve will.

“If you don’t?” she insisted.

“Then—you’re on your own,” Sam said, his voice al nost breaking. If there were
tears in the corners of his eyes, the darkness hid them “There’'s nothing nore |
can do for you.”

“Look,” Paul said, “even if Sal sbury does know how nuch

we' ve | earned, he doesn’t know where we are. But we know exactly where he is. So
we still have sone advantage.”

Rya clung to Paul. She didn't want to let himgo. She spoke in a quiet but
fierce voice, and she virtually demanded that he not |eave her in the tower.

He stroked her dark hair, held her tight, spoke softly to her, cal ned and
reassured her as best he coul d.

And at 10:20 he foll owed Sam down the tower stairs.

8

10:20 P. M

PH L KARKOV, the proprietor of Black River's only service station and garage,
and his girl friend, Lolah Tayback, tried to | eave town a few m nutes past ten
o' cl ock. As programmed, the deputies who manned the roadbl ock sent themto the
muni ci pal building to have a talk with Bob Thorp

The mechani c was soft-spoken, courteous, and obviously liked to think of himnself
as a nodel citizen. He was a tall, broad-shouldered, red-haired man in his
mddle thirties. Hs good | ooks were nmarred only by a bul bous and sonmewhat

m sshapen nose that appeared to have been broken in nore than one fight. He was
an anmicable man with a ready smle; and he was nost anxious to help the chief of
police in any way that he coul d.

After he opened the two of themw th the code phrase and spent a mnute
interrogating them Salsbury was satisfied that Karkov and Lol ah Tayback were
fully, properly programred. They hadn’t been trying to escape. They hadn’'t seen
anything out of the ordinary in town today. They had only been going to a bar in
Bexford for beer and sandw ches.

He sent the nechanic hone and told himto stay there for the rest of the night.
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The woman was anot her natter altogether

“Chi |l d-wonman” was a better word for her, he thought. Her Silvery-blond hair hung
to her narrow shoul ders and franmed a

face of childlike beauty: crystalline green eyes, a perfectly clear and mlky
complexion with a light, cinnanon |ike dusting of freckles across her
cheekbones, an upturned pixie nose, dinples, a blade-straight jaw |line and round
little chin . . . Every feature was delicate and sonehow bespoke naiveté. She
stood perhaps five feet two and wei ghed no nore than one hundred pounds. She
seened fragile. Yet in her red-and-white-striped T-shirt (sans bra) and bl ue
jean shorts, she presented a strikingly desirable, quite womanly figure. Her
breasts were small, high set, accentuated by an extrenely thin waistline, the

ni ppl es del ectably sil houetted through the thin material of the T-shirt. Her

| egs were sleek, supple, shapely. As he stood in front of her, |ooking her up
and down, she regarded hi mshyly. She was unable to neet his eyes. She fidgeted.
I f appearance could count for anything, she ought to have been one of the nost
mal | eabl e, vul nerabl e wonmen he had ever net.

However, even if she were a fighter, a real hellcat, she was now vul nerable. As
vul nerabl e as he wi shed her to be. Because he had the power...

“Lol ah?”

“Yes.”

“How ol d are you?”

“Twenty-six.”

“Are you engaged to Phil Karkov?”

“No.” Softly.

“Goi ng steady with hinP”

“More or less.”

“Are you sl eeping with hin?” She blushed. Fidgeted.

Lovely little animal . Screw you, Dawson. You too, Ernst.

He gi ggl ed.

“Are you sleeping with him Lolah?” Al nost inaudibly: “Do | have to say?” “You
must tell ne the truth.’

“Yes,” she whi spered

“You're sleeping with hinP”

"Yes. "

“How of t en?”

“Ch . . . Every week.”

“Speak up.”

“Every week.”

“Little minx.”

“Are you going to hurt me?”

He | aughed. “Once a week? Twi ce?”
“Twi ce,” she said. “Sonetines three
Sal sbury turned to Bob Thorp. “Get the hell out of here. Go down to the end of
the hail and wait with the guard there until | call you.”

“Sure.” Thorp closed the door as he left.

“Lol ah?”

“Yes?”

“What does Phil do to you?”

“What do you nean?”

“I'n bed.”

She stared at her sandal ed feet.

The power filled him pulsed within him | eaped across tens of thousands of
terminals in his flesh: sparked, flashed, crackled. He was exhilarated. This was
what the key-lock programwas all about: this power, this nastery, this
unlimted command of other people’s souls. No one could ever touch himagain. No
one could ever use him He was the user now. Al ways woul d be. From here on out.
Now and forever, anen. Amen, Dawson. Did you hear that? Anen. Thank you, God,
for sending along this cute little piece of ass, anen. He was happy again for
the first tinme since this norning, since he had touched Thorp's wife.

“I1"1l bet Phil does everything to you,” be said.
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She said nothing. Shuffled her feet.

“Doesn’t he? Doesn’'t he do everything to you, Lolah? Admit it. Say it. | want to
hear you say it.”

“He does—everything.”

He put his hand under her chin, lifted her head.

She gazed at him Tinmid. Frightened.
“I"mgoing to do everything to you,”
“Don’t hurt ne.”

“Lovely, lovely little bitch,” he said. He was excited as he had never been in
his life. Breathing hard. Yet everything so clear. So in control. Firmy in
control. Her absolute naster. Everyone’'s absolute master. That was Howard

Par ker’'s phrase, flashing back to himacross the decades, much as a bizarre

hal | uci nation erupting in an acidhead’ s mnd years after his |last tab of LSD:
absolute naster. “That’'s exactly what |'"mgoing to do to you,” he told Lol ah
Tayback. “l’mgoing to hurt you, just like | hurt the others. Make you pay. Mke
you bl eed. |I'myour absolute naster. You're going to take everything | dish out
to you. Everything. Maybe even like it. Learn to like it. Maybe.. .*“

H s hands curled into fists at his sides.

The pilot flew the helicopter in a wide circle around the |oggi ng canp,
searching for the best place to set down between the scattered lights fromthe
bui I di ngs.

In the passenger cabin, Dawson broke an extended silence. “Ogden has to be
elimnated.”

Klinger had no difficulty accepting that judgnment. “OF course. He's
untrustworthy.”

“Unst abl e.”

“But if we elimnate him” the general said, “can we continue with the plan?”
“Everything that Ogden has learned is in the Greenwi ch conputer,” Dawson said
“The research was beyond us. But we can use the finished product well enough.”
“Hasn’t he encoded his data?”

“Naturally. But the day after the conputer was installed, |ong before Ogden
began to use it, | had ny people programit to decode and print out any data
that | requested—+regardl ess of how the request was phrased, regardl ess of
passwords or nunber keys or other security devices that he mght use to limt ny
access to the information.”

The hel i copter hovered, descended.

“When do we deal with hin®”

“You deal with him” Dawson sai d.

“Me—er do | program soneone to do it?”

“Do it yourself. He can deprogram anyone el se.” Dawson smled. “You do have a
handgun wi th you?”

“Ch, yes.”

“In the small of your back?”

“Strapped to ny right ankle.”

“Marvel ous.”

“Back to the original question,” Klinger said. “Wen do | elimnate hin®”
“Tonight. Wthin the hour, if possible.”

“Why not back in G eenw ch?”

“l don’t want to bury himon the estate. That's taking too great a chance.”
“What will we do with the body?” “Bury it here. In the woods.” The helicopter
touched ground. The pilot shut off the engines.

Overhead, the rotors coughed and sl owed down. A wel conme sil ence gradually

repl aced the racket they had nade.

Klinger said, “You intend for himto just—di sappear off the face of the earth?”
“That’s correct.”

“Hi s vacation ends on the fifth of next nonth. That’'s when he’s due back at the
Brockert Institute. He’'s a punctual man. The norning of the fifth, when he
doesn’t show up, there’'s going to be sonme commotion. They' |l cone | ooking for
him?”

“They won’t cone |ooking in Black River. There’'s nothing at all to connect QOgden
with this place. He's supposed to be vacationing in Mam .”

he sai d.
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“There’'s going to be a very quiet and very big manhunt,”
security people, the FBI “
Unbuckling his seat belt, Dawson said, “And there’'s nothing to connect himwth
you or with ne. Eventually they' Il decide that he went over to the other side,
defected.”
Maybe.
“Definitely.”
Dawson opened hi s door
“Do | take the chopper back to town?” Klinger asked.
“No. He might hear you comi ng and suspect what you're there for. Take a car or a
jeep fromhere. And you' d better wal k the | ast few hundred yards.”
“All right.”
“And Ernst?”
“Yes?”
In the anber cabin |ight, Dawson's five-hundred-dol | ars-api ece capped teeth
gleaned in a broad and dangerous smle. There seened to be light behind his
eyes. His nostrils were flared: a wolf on the trail of a blood scent. “Ernst,
don’t worry so nuch.”
“Can’t help but.”
“We're destined to survive this night, to win this battle and all of those
battles that will come after it,” Dawson said with sol emm conviction
“I wish | could be as confident of that as you are.”
“But you should be. We're blessed, ny friend. This entire enterprise is blessed,
you see. Don't you ever forget that, Ernst.” He sniled again.
“I won’t forget,” Klinger said.
But he was reassured nore by the weight of the revolver at his ankle than by
Dawson’ s wor ds.
Straining to hear any sound other than their own footsteps, Paul and Sam | eft
the church by the rear door and crossed the open fields to the riverbank
The high grass was heavy with rain. Wthin twenty yards, Paul’s shoes and socks
were wet through to his skin. The | egs of his jeans were soaked al nbst to the
knees.
Sam | ocated a footpath that traversed the bank of the river at a
forty-five-degree angle. Every groove and depression in the earth had been
transfornmed into a puddle. The way was exceedingly nmuddy and slick. They slipped
and slid and waved their arns to keep their bal ance.
At the bottomof the path, they cane onto a two-foot-w de
rocky shelf. On the right the river rolled and gurgled, filling the darkness
with syrupy sound: a wi de ebony strip which, at this hour of the night, |ooked
like crude oil rather than water. On their left the bank of the river rose up
eight or nine feet; and in sone places the exposed roots of willow trees and
oaks and naples overlaid the earthen wall.
Wthout benefit of a flashlight, Sam|ed Paul westward, toward the nountains.
H s snowy hair was a ghostly, |um nescent sign for Paul to follow The ol der man
stunbl ed occasionally; but he was for the nobst part sure-footed, and he never
cursed when he m sstepped. He was surprisingly quiet, as if the skills and
talents of an experienced warrior suddenly had conme back to himafter all these
years.
This is war, Paul rem nded hinself. W're on our way to kill a man. The eneny.
Several men
The warm heavy air was redolent with the odor of danp nbss and with the stale
fumes of the plants that were deconposing in the muck at the water’s edge
Eventual Iy, Sam found a series of wind- and water-chiseled | edges, steps that
took themup fromthe river again. They cane out in an apple orchard on the
sl opes at the extrene west end of town.
Thunder roared down fromthe peaks, disturbing the birds in the apple trees.
They went north. They were taking the safest—and al so the npst roundabout —+oute
to the back of the nunicipal building. Soon they came to a waist-high white
pi cket fence that marked the end of the orchard and the verge of Main Street,
where it becane known to the locals as the m |l road.

Kl i nger said. “Pentagon
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After he had | ooked both ways and had carefully studied the land to which he was
runni ng, when he was certain that there was no one to see him Sam slipped over
the fence. He was as agile as a young man. He sprinted silently across the |ane
and qui ckly di sappeared into a dense stand of scrub pines, scraggly birches, and
brush on the other side.

Paul tucked his revolver into his belt, put both hands on the fence, |ooked up
and down the street as Sam had done—but was

suddenly arrested by a severe spell of uncontrollable shivering. Hs stonmach

twi sted, and he was short of breath.

He tried to tell hinmself that the shakes were caused by his wet feet, but he
knew that wasn’t true. The night was warm Hi s feet were wet but not cold.

He was shivering for only one reason: because he was going to kill a man.

O be killed

That was a possibility.

He felt sick

Dizzy.

He fol | owed Sam

10:30 P. M

Lol ah Tayback stood before him naked.

“1"mthe absolute naster,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“Look at ne, Lolab.” She stared at the floor. “Lolah?”
“Let nme go.” Soft voice. Tears.

“What’'s the matter?” “I’mscared.” “Don’t you like me?” She didn't respond. “Do
you |like me, Lolah?” “Yes, sir.”
“Tell the truth, Lolab.” “I . . . don’t. . . like you.” He slapped her face. She

fell against the desk. “Bitch.”

“Don’t hurt ne.” “Aninal.”

“Don’t hurt me. Please.”

“1"1l kill you.”

“Don’ t —=

He struck her with his fist. Then he struck her again.

Twin arc | anps on ribbed al um num pol es bracketed the parking | ot behind the
muni ci pal building. In the stark blue-white Iight the needl es of nearby pine
trees resenbl ed feathers. The | anps made the wet macadam shine |ike nolten tar
and transfornmed the puddles into broken nmirrors. It glinted coldly on the

wi ndshi el ds of several autonobiles, including the town anbul ance and the spare
police cruiser.

When Sam opened the rear door of the building and Paul stepped into the
first-floor corridor, two nen | ooked up in surprise. Bob Thorp reached for the
revolver in the holster at his hip. The other nman, a uniforned deputy, raised
hi s shot gun.

“I amthe key,” Paul said quickly. They both said, “I amthe |ock.”

“Speak softly.” They nodded.

“Bob, |eave your gun in the holster.”

“All right.”

“And you. Put down that shotgun.” The deputy obeyed.

Openi ng these men, using them pushing buttons deep within their mnds, Paul
felt neither triunph nor the exhilaration of command. |nstead, aware that their
lives and sanity and dignity were in his hands, he had an al nbst overpowering
sense of solem responsibility; and for a nonent he was paral yzed by it.

Sam opened the first door on the right, switched on the overhead fl uorescent
lights, and ushered everyone into a file room

10:36 P. M

Sal sbury’ s knuckl es were skinned. H s hands were covered with thin gl oves of
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bl ood: his bl ood and hers.

He took a Smith & Wsson .38 Police Special fromthe firearns cabinet behind
Thorp's desk. He located a box of shells on the top shelf and | oaded the
handgun.

He returned to Lol ah Tayback

She was on the floor in the center of the room Iying on her side with her knees
drawn up. Both of her eyes were bruised and swollen. Her lower lip was split.
Her septum was broken, and blood trickled fromher delicate nostrils. Al though
she was barely conscious, she groaned niserably when she saw him

“Poor Lol ah,” he said nock synpathetically.

Through the thin slits of her swollen eyelids, she watched hi mapprehensively.
He held the gun to her face.

She cl osed her eyes.

Wth the barrel of the .38, he drew circles around her breasts and prodded her
ni ppl es.

She shudder ed.

He liked that.

The file roomwas a cold, inpersonal place. The fluorescent strip lighting,
institutional-green walls, yellowed Venetian blinds, rank on rank of gray netal
cabinets, and brown tile floor nade it a perfect place for an interrogation

Sam said, “Bob, is there anyone in your office right now?”

“Yes. A couple of people.” “Wo?"

“Lol ah Tayback—and him” “Wo is ‘him?”

“ . . . don't know. "

“You don’t know his nane?” “Gee, | guess not.”

“I's it Sal sbury?” Thorp shrugged.

“I's he a sonewhat chubby nman?”
“About forty pounds too heavy,
“Yeah. That’'s him”

“And he’s al one with Lol ah?”

Thorp said. “And he wears very thick glasses?”

“Like | said.”
“You're certain of that?”
“Sure.”

Paul said, “And his friends?”

“What friends?” Thorp asked.

“In the helicopter.”

“They aren’t here.” “Neither of then?” “Neither of them” “Were are they?” “I
don’t know.”

“Aren’'t they at the mll?”

“l don’t know.”

“WIIl they be back?”

“l don’t know that either.” “Who are they?”
“I"'msorry. | don’t know.”

Samsaid, “That's it, then.”

“We go after hinP” Paul asked.

“Ri ght now.”

“1"I'l hit the door first.”

“I"'molder,” Samsaid. “I've got less to lose.” “I’"myounger—and faster,” Paul
sai d.

“Speed won't nmatter. He won’'t be expecting us.”

“And nmaybe he will,” Paul said

Reluctantly, Samsaid, “All right. You first. But |I'll be dammed cl ose behind.”
Sal sbury forced her to lie on her back. He parted her legs with one hand and put
the cool steel barrel of the .38 between her silken thighs. He shivered and
licked his lips. Wth his left hand he slid his glasses up on his nose. “Do you
want it?” he asked eagerly. “Do you want it? Well, I’'mgoing to give it to you
Al of it. Every last inch of it. Do you hear nme, you little bitch? Little

ani mal . Bust you wi de open. Wde open. Going to truly and really give it to you

“
* *x %

Paul hesitated outside of the closed door to the police chief’s office. Wen he
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heard Sal sbury tal king inside and knew that the man was unaware of their
presence in the building, he threw open the door and went inside fast,
crouching, the big .357 Magnum shoved out in front of him

At first he couldn't believe what he saw, didn't want to believe what he saw.
There was a badly beaten, naked young woman lying on the floor, spread-eagled,
consci ous but dazed. And Sal sbury: face flushed, sweat-filned, spotted with

bl ood, eyes wild, savage-looking. He was kneeling over the woman, and he seened
like a troll, an evil and disgusting bug-eyed troll. He was pressing a revol ver
bet ween her pale thighs in a vile, grotesque imtation of the sex act. Paul was
so nesnerized by the scene, so riveted by revul sion and outrage, that for a few
seconds he forgot altogether that he was in terrible danger

Sal sbury took advantage of Paul’s and Samis inability to act. He stood up as if
he had had an el ectric shock, pointed his revolver, and fired at Paul’s head.
The shot was a bit too high, an inch or two, no nore than that. The bull et
slamed into the wall beside the door. Chips of plaster rained dowmn on Paul’s
shoul ders

Still crouching, he pulled off two quick shots of his own. The first was w de of
the mark; it smashed through the Venetian blinds and shattered one of the

wi ndows. The second struck Sal sbury in the | eft shoul der, approximtely four

i nches above the nipple. It caused himto drop his gun, alnost lifted himoff
his feet, pitched himbackward as if he were a sack full of rags.

He was thrown to the floor by the inpact of the bullet, and he sl unped agai nst
the wall beneath the wi ndows. He clutched his |left shoulder with his right hand,
but for all the pressure he applied, blood still streaned between his fingers.
Pai n pul sed rhythmcally within him deep within himexactly as the power bad
once done: tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat.

A man cane toward him Blue-eyed. Curly-haired

He couldn’'t see very well. H's vision was blurred. But the sight of those bright
bl ue eyes was sufficient to catapult him

back in time, back to the nmenory of another pair of blue eyes, and he said,

“Par ker.”

The bl ue-eyed man said, "Wo's Parker?”

“Don’t tease ne,” Sal sbury said. “Please don't tease ne.”

“I"’mnot teasing.” “Don’t touch ne.” “Who’'s Parker?” “Please don't touch ne,
Parker.” “Me? That’s not ny nanme.” Sal sbury began to cry.

The bl ue-eyed man took himby the chin and forced his head up. “Look at ne, damm
you. Look at ne closely.”

“You hurt ne bad, Parker.”

“I. Am Not. Parker.”

For a nonent the blazing pain subsided. Sal sbury said, “Not Parker?”

“My nane’s Annendal e.”

The pain bl ossonmed again, but the past receded to its proper place. He blinked
and said, “Ch. Oh, yes. Annendale.”

“I"’mgoing to ask you a |lot of questions.”

“I"'min terrible pain,” Salsbury said. “You shot nme. You hurt nme. That isn't
right.”

“You're going to answer ny questions.”

“No,” Sal shury said adamantly. “None of them”

“All of them You'll answer all of them or I'Il blow your damed head off,” the
bl ue- eyed man said.

“Ckay. Do it. Blow ny head off. That's better than losing all of it. That's
better than | osing the power.”

“Who were those nmen in the helicopter?”

“None of your business.” “Wre they governnment nmen?” “Co away.”
“You're going to die sooner or later, Salsbury.”
“Ch, is that so? Like hell | am”

“You are. So save yourself sone pain.” Sal sbury said nothing.

“Were they governnent nen?”

“Fuck off.”

The bl ue-eyed man reversed the revolver in his right hand, and he used the butt
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to rap hard on Sal sbury’s right hand. The bl ow seened to send jagged shards of
gl ass through his skinned knuckl es. But that was the | east of the pain. The
shock was transnmitted through his hand, to and into the tender, bloody wound in
hi s shoul der.

He gasped. He bent over and al nost vonited.

“Do you see what | nean?”

“Bastard.”

“Were they governnent nen?”

“. . . toldyou. . . to. . . fuck off.”

Kl i nger parked the car on West Main Street, two blocks fromthe town square.

He slid out from behind the wheel, closed the door—and heard gunfire. Three
shots. One right after the other. Inside, muffled by walls. Not far away. Toward
town. The municipal building? He stood very still and listened for at |east a

m nute, but there was nothing nore.

He took the snub-nosed .32 Webley fromthe ankle holster and flicked off the
safety.

He hurried into the alleyway beside the Union Theater, taking a safe if
circuitous route to the back door of the nunicipal building.

9

10:55 P. M

I N THE AMBULANCE Lol ah Tayback |ay on a cot, strapped down at chest and thighs.
A crisp white sheet was drawn

up to her neck. Her head had been elevated with two pillows to prevent her from
choki ng on her own bl ood during the trip to the hospital in Bexford. Although
her breathing was regular, it was |abored; and she npaned softly as she exhal ed.
Behi nd t he anmbul ance, at the open bay doors, Sam stood with Anson Crowel |,
Thorp's night deputy. “All right. Let’s go through it one nore tinme. ‘Wat
happened to her?”

“She was attacked by a rapist,’

the deputy said, as Sam had programmed himto

say.
“Where did it happen?”

“I'n her apartment.” “Who found her?” “I did.”
“Who called the police?” “Her neighbors.” “Wy?”"

“They heard screaning.” “Did you catch her assailant?” “I'"mafraid not.”

“Do you know who he is?” “No. But we’'re working on it.”

“Have any | eads?”

“A couple.”

“What are they?”

“I"d prefer not to say at this time.” “Wy not?”

“I mght prejudice the case.”

“By talking to other policenen?”

“We're real careful in Black River.” “That’s being too careful, isn't it?”

“No of fense. That’s just how we operate.”

“Do you have a description of the man?”

The deputy recited a list of physical characteristics that Sam had nade up off
the top of his head. The fictitious assailant did not renptely resenble the rea
one, (Ogden Sal sbury.

“What if the state police or the Bexford police offer assistance in the case?”
“I tell themthanks but no thanks,” the deputy said. “We'll handle it ourselves.
We prefer it that way. Besides, | don’t have the authority to allow themto cone
inonit. That would be up to the chief.”

“Good enough,” Samsaid. “Get in.”

The deputy clanbered into the passenger bay of the anmbul ance and sat on the
padded bench besi de Lol ah Tayback’s cot.

“You'll be stopping at the end of Main Street to pick up her boyfriend,” Sam
said. He had already talked to Phil Karkov on the tel ephone, had prinmed himto
play the role of the anxiety-stricken |over at the hospital fust as he had
prinmed Lolah to play a bew | dered rape victi mwho had been attacked in her
apartnment. “Phil will be staying at the hospital with her, but you'll cone back
as soon as you've |earned she’s going to be okay.”

“l understand,” Crowell said.
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Sam cl osed the doors. He went around to the driver’'s windowto reinforce the
story that he had planted in the mnd of the night duty volunteer fireman who
was behi nd the wheel

At first it seened that there was no way to break through Sal shury’s iron
resolve, no way to open himup and make him

talk. He was in great pain-shaking, sweating, dizzy—but he refused to make
things easier for hinself. He sat in Thorp’'s office chair with an air of
authority that sinply did not nake sense under the circunstances. He | eaned back
and gripped his shoul der wound and kept his eyes shut. Mdst of the tine he

i gnored Paul s questions. Qccasionally he responded with a string of profanities
and sex words that sounded as if they had been arranged to convey the m ni num of
meani ng.

Furthernore, Paul wasn’'t a born inquisitor. He supposed that if he knew the
proper way to torture Sal sbury, if he knew how he could cause the man

m nd-shattering pain without actually destroying himand if he had the stomach
for it—he could get the truth in short order. Wen Sal sbury’s stubbornness
becane particularly infuriating, Paul used the butt of his revolver to jar the
man’ s shoul der wound. That |eft Sal sbury gasping. But it wasn't enough to make
himtal k. And Paul was incapable of any nore effective cruelties.

“Who were the nen in the helicopter?” Sal sbury didn't answer.

“Were they governnent people?” Silence.

“I's this a governnent project?” “Go to hell.”

If he knew what nost terrified Sal sbury, he could use that to crack him Every
man had one or two deeply ingrained fears—sone of themquite rational and sone
utterly irrational +that shaped him And with a man like this, a man so
apparently in the borderlands of sanity, there should be nore than the usua
nunber of terrors to play upon. |If Salsbury were afraid of heights, he could
take the bastard up to the church bell tower and threaten to throw himoff if he
didn't talk. If Salsbury were severely afflicted with agoraphobia, he could take
himto the flattest and bi ggest open space in town—perhaps to the basebal
field—and stake himdown in the very center of it. If, like the protagonist in
984, he were brought near to nadness nerely by the thought of being placed in a
cage with rats—Suddenly Paul renenbered how Sal sbury had reacted to him

when he had first cone into the room The man had been

shocked, damed scared, devastated. But not just because Paul had surprised him
He had been terrified because, for some reason known only to hinself, he had

t hought that Paul was a nan nanmed Parker

What did this Parker do to hin? Paul wondered. Wat coul d he possi bly have done
to | eave such a deep and indelible scar?

“Sal sbury?”

Si |l ence.

“V/ho were the nmen in the helicopter?” “You' re a fucking bore.”

“Were they governnent people?”

“A regul ar broken record.”

“You know what |’mgoing to do to you, Salsbury?” He didn't deign to answer.
“You know what |’m going to do?” Paul asked again. “Doesn’'t matter. Nothing will
wor k. ”

“I"l'l do—what Parker did.”

Sal sbury didn't respond. He didn't open his eyes. However, he grew stiff in the
chair, tense, every nuscle knotted tight.

“Exactly what Parker did,” Paul said.

‘When Sal sbury finally opened his eyes there was a nonstrous horror in them a
trapped and haunted | ook that Paul had never seen anywhere but in the eyes of
cornered, panic-stricken wild ani nals.

This is it, Paul thought. This is the key, the pressure point, the knife with
which 1"l open him But how should | react if he calls my bluff?

He was close to getting the truth, so close—but he hadn’'t the vaguest idea what
Par ker had done.

“How do you. . . How do you know Parker?” Sal sbury asked. His voice was a thin
pat heti c whi ne.
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Paul s spirits lifted even further. If Salsbury didn't recall that it was he who
had first nentioned this Parker, then the use of the nanme carried a great dea

of wei ght.

“Never mind how | know him” Paul said shortly. “But | do. | know himwell. And
I know what he did to you.”

“I .. . was only . . . eleven. You wouldn’'t.”

“I would. And enjoy it”

“But you aren’t the type,” Sal shury said desperately. He had been shiny with
sweat; now he was dripping with it “You just aren’'t the type!”

“What type is that?”

“Queer!” he blurted. “You aren’t a damed queer!” Still bluffing but with nore
good cards on the table to back
his hand, Paul said, “W don’t all look Iike what we are, you know. Modst of us

don’t advertise it.”

“You were married.”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“You had children!” Paul shrugged.

“You're sniffing around that Edison bitch!”
“Have you ever heard of AC-DC?” Paul asked. He grinned. Sal sbury closed his
eyes.

“QOgden?”

He sai d not hi ng.

“Get up, Cgden.”

“Don’t touch ne.”

“Lean agai nst the desk.”

“I won’t get up.” “Conme on. You'll love it.”

“No. | won't.” “You loved it from Parker.”

“That’s not true!” “You're the type.” “I'mnot.” “Admit it.” He didn't nove. “A
talent for Greek.” Sal sbury winced. “No.” “Lean on the desk.” “It hurts

“Of course. Now get up and | ean on the desk and drop your pants. Cone on.”

Sal sbury shuddered. H's face was drawn and ashen

“I'f you don't get up, Ogden, I'll have to throw you out of that chair. You can’t
refuse ne. You can't get away fromne. You can't fight nme off, not when |I’'ve got
the gun, not when your armis all torn up like that.”

“Ch, Jesus God,” Sal sbury said mserably.

“You'll love it. Youll love the pain. Parker told me how nuch you | ove the
pain.”

Sal sbury began to cry. He didn’t weep gently or quietly, but let go with great,
wr acki ng sobs. Tears seened to spurt fromhis eyes. He shook and gagged.

“Are you scared, Ogden?” “S-Scared. Yes.”
“You can save yourself.” “From. . . from.
“From bei ng raped.”
“H How?”

“Answer my questions.
“Get up then.”

“Pl ease .

Ashamed of hinself, sick of this violent gane but deternined to carry on with
it, Paul took hold of the front of Salsbury’'s shirt. He shook himand tried to
lift himout of the chair. “Wen |I'’mdone with you, I'Il |et Bob Thorp have you
I"1l tape your mouth so you can’t talk to him and I'Il programhimto put it to
you.” He was incapable of doing that, of course. But Sal sbury obviously believed
he woul d. “And not just Thorp. Gthers. Half a dozen others.”

Wth that, Sal sbury’s resistance dissolved. “Anything. I'Il tell you anything,”
he said, his voice distorted by the wetched sobbing that he couldn’t control
“Anyt hing you want. Just don’t touch ne. Ch, Jesus. Oh, don't touch nme. Don’t
make me undress. Don't touch. Don't.”

Still twi sting Salsbury’'s shirt in his left hand, |eaning toward the man, nearly
shouting in his face, Paul said, “Wo were those men in the helicopter? Unless
you want to be used until you're raw, you better tell nme who they were.”

“Dawson and Klinger.”

“There were three.”

“Don’t want to.”
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“l don’t know the pilot’s name.”

“Dawson and Klinger. First nanmes?”

“Leonard Dawson and—= “The Leonard Dawson?” “Yes. And Ernst Klinger.”

“I's Klinger a governnment nman?”

“He’s an arny general.”

“I's this amlitary project?”

“No. "

“A governnent project?”

“No,” Sal shury said.

Paul knew all of the questions. There was no point in the rapid-fire
interrogation at which he had to hesitate.

And there was never a single nonment when Sal sbury dared hesitate.

Ernst Klinger crouched behind a yard-high wall of shrubbery across the alleyway
fromthe municipal parking lot. Stunned, confused, he watched them |l oad the
worman into the white Cadillac van with the words BLACK Rl VER-EMERGENCY pai nt ed
inred letters on the side.

At 11:02 the anbul ance pulled out of the parking lot, swng into the alley and
fromthere onto North Union Road. It turned right, toward the square.

Its bright red flashers washed the trees and the buil dings, and Sent crinson
snakes of light wiggling along the wet pavenent.

The bearded, white-haired man who stood in the parking | ot was Sam Edi son

Kl i nger recogni zed himfrom a photograph that he had seen in one of the roons
above the general store, little nore than an hour ago.

Edi son wat ched the anbul ance until it turned east at the Square. He was too far
away for Klinger to get a shot at himwith the Wbley. Wen the anbul ance was
out of sight, he went inside the nunicipal building.

Have we lost control of the town? Klinger asked hinself. Is

it all coming dowmn on our heads: the field test, the plan, the project, the
future? Sure as hell |ooks that way. Sure does. So... Is it tinme to get out of
Bl ack River, out of the country with a big bundle of cash and the phony identity
Leonard provi ded?

Don’'t panic, another part of himthought. Don't be rash. Wait. See what happens.
Gve it a few m nutes.

He | ooked at his watch. 11:083.

Thunder runbled in the nountains.

It was going to rain again.

11: 04.

He had been hunkered down for so long that his | egs ached. He |onged to stand up
and stretch.

What are you waiting here for? he asked hinself. You can't plan your strategy
wi thout information. You' ve got to reconnoiter. They're probably in Thorp's

of fice. Get under those wi ndows. Maybe you can hear what they're up to.

At five mnutes past the hour, he hurried across the alley. He dodged from car
to car in the parking lot, and then to the thick trunk of a pine tree.

Just like in Korea, he thought al nost happily. Or Laos in the late fifties. Just
like it nmust have been for the younger guys in Nam Commando work in an eneny
town. Except this tinme the eneny town is Anerican

11: 05 P. M

Sam stood in the doorway and studi ed Ogden Sal sbury, who was still in the
spri ng- backed office chair. To Paul, Sam said, “You're sure he told you
everyt hi ng?”

“Yes.”

“And that everything he’s told you is true?”

“Yes.”

“This is inmportant, Paul.”

“He didn’t withhold anything,” Paul said. “And he didn't lie to ne. |I’m sure of
it.”

Stinking of sweat and bl ood, crying quietly, Salsbury |ooked fromone to the
ot her of them
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Does he understand what we’'re sayi ng? Paul wondered. O is be broken, shattered,
unable to think clearly, unable to think at all?

Paul felt unclean, sick to his soul. In dealing with Sal sbury, be had descended
to the man's own level. He told himself that these were after all the 1970s, the
very first years of a brave new world, a tinme when individual survival was
difficult and when it counted for nore than all else, the age of the nachi ne and
of the machine's norality, perhaps the only era in the entire span of history
when the ends truly did justify the means—but he still felt uncl ean

“Then the time has cone,” Samsaid quietly. “One of us has to—do it.”

“A man naned Parker apparently raped hi mwhen he was el even years old,” Paul
said. He was speaking to Sam but he was wat ching OCgden Sal sbury.

“Does that make any difference?” Sam asked.

“I't should.”

“Does it make any difference that Htler nmight have been born of a syphilitic
parent? Does it nmake any difference that he was mad? Does that bring back the
six mllion dead?” Samwas tal king softly but with tremendous force. He was
trenbling. “Does what happened to hi mwhen he was el even justify what he did to
Mark? |f Sal sbury wins, if he takes control of everyone, does it matter what
happened to hi m when he was el even?”

“There’s no other way to stop hinP” Paul asked, although he knew the answer.
“We’ ve al ready di scussed that.”

“l guess we have.”

“1*1l do it,” Sam said.

“No. If |I can't get up the courage here, | won't be any help to you later, with
Dawson and Klinger. W nmay be in a tight spot with one of those. You'll have to
know t hat you can count

Letting go of his left shoul der, reaching out as if to shake with one bl oody

hand, Sal sbury said, “Wait. I'lIl make you a partner. Both of you. Partners.”
Paul aimed at the center of the man’s chest.
“If you're partners, you'll have everything. Everything you could want. All the

money you coul d ever spend. Al the nobney in the world. Think of that!”

Paul thought of Lol ah Tayback.

“Partners. That doesn’'t nean just noney. Wonen. You can have all of the wonen
you want, any wonen you want, no matter who they are. They'll crawl to you. O
men, if that’'s what you like. You can even have children. Little girls. N ne or
ten years old. Little boys. Anything you want.”

Paul thought of Mark: a lunp of frosted neat janmed into a food freezer.

And he thought of Rya: traumatized perhaps, but with a chance to live a hal fway
normal |ife.

He squeezed the trigger

The Magnum bucked in his hand.

Because of his revolver’s inpressive kick—which jolted Paul fromhand to

shoul der in spite of that fact that he was using .38 Special anmmunition rather
than Maghums—the bullet was high. It tore through Sal sbury’s throat.

Bl ood and bits of flesh spattered the netal firearns cabinet. The roar of the
shot was deafening. It bounced back and forth between the walls, echoed inside
Paul s skull, reverberated as it would forever in his nmenory.

He squeezed of f anot her round.

That one took Sal sbury in the chest, nearly rocked himand the chair backward
onto the floor.

He turned away fromthe dead nan.

“Are you going to be sick?” Sam asked.

“I"'mall right.” He was nunb.

“There’'s a toilet at the end of the hail, to your left.”

“1"mokay, Sam”

“You | ook—=

“I killed men in the war. Killed nen over in Asia. Renenber?”

“This is different. | understand that. In the war it's always with rifles or

grenades or nortars. It’'s never fromthree feet with a handgun.”
“I"'mfine. Believe ne. Just fine.” He went to the door, pushed past Sam
stunbled into the corridor as if he had tripped, turned left, ran to the
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washroom and threw up.

Scuttling sideways like a hermt crab, the Wbley ready in his right hand,

Kl i nger reached the western flank of the municipal building and found that the
lawn there was littered with glass. He hadn’t nade a sound on his run fromthe
shrubbery. Now, pieces of gl ass snapped and crunched under his shoes, and he
cursed silently. One of the windows in the police chief’'s office was broken, and
a few of the slats in the Venetian blind were bent out of shape, providing a
conveni ent peephol e for his reconnai ssance work.

As he was rising up to have a | ook inside—eautious as a suspici ous nouse
sniffing the cheese in the trap—+two shots exploded virtually in front of his
face. He froze—then realized that he hadn't been seen, that no one was firing at
hi m

Through the twi sted slats of the blind, he could see two-thirds of Thorp’s
starkly furnished and sonewhat sterile office

gray-blue walls, a pair of three-drawer filing cabinets, an oak work table, a
bulletin board with an al um num frane, bookshel ves, npbst of a nassive netal
desk—And Sal sbury.

Dead. Very dead.

Wiere was Sam Edi son? And the other one, Annendal e? And the woman, the little
girl?

There appeared to be no one in the roomexcept Sal sbury. Sal sbury’s corpse.
Suddenly afraid of |losing track of Edison and Annendal e, afraid that they m ght
sonehow get away or sneak around behind him afraid of being out maneuvered,
Klinger turned fromthe windows. He |oped to the end of the | awn, then across
t he

parking |l ot and the alleyway. He hid behind the hedge agai n, where he conmanded
a good view of the back door of the nunicipal building.

When he cane out of the washroom Samwas waiting in the corridor for him
“Feeling better?”

“Yeah,” Paul said.

“It’s rough.”

“1t’I'l get worse.”

“That it will.”

“Christ.”

“What did you learn from Sal sbury? Who were those nmen in the helicopter?”
Leani ng against the wall, Paul said, “H's partners. One of themwas H Leonard
Dawson. ”

“I"I'l be dammed.”

“The other one is a general. United States Arny. His nane’'s Ernst Klinger.”
Scow i ng, Sam said, “Then this is a governnent project?”

“Surprisingly, no. Just Salsbury, Dawson, and Klinger. A bit of private
enterprise.” Paul took three minutes to outline what he had | earned about the
field test and the conspiracy behind

it.

Sanis scowl disappeared. He risked a slight smle. “Then we have a chance of
stopping it right here, for good.”

“Maybe. ”
“It’s just a sinple four-part problem” Samsaid. He held up one finger. “Kil
Dawson.” Two fingers. “Kill Ernst Klinger.” Three fingers. “Destroy the data in

the conputer at the house in Greenwi ch.” Four fingers. “Then use the key-I|ock
code to restructure the nenories of everyone in town who's seen or heard
anything, to cover up every last trace of this field test.”

Paul shook his head. “I don't know. It doesn’t sound so sinple to ne.”

For the nonent at |east, positive thinking was the only sort of thinking that-
interested Sam “lt can be done. First

where did Dawson and Klinger go when they |eft here?”

“To the | ogging canp.”

"\ 2"

Quoting Sal sbury, he told Sam about Dawson's plan to organize a search in the
mountains. “But he and Klinger won't be at the canp now. They intended to fal
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back to the mll and establish a sort of field headquarters there once the
manhunt was underway. There are about eighty or ninety nen working on the night
and graveyard shifts up there. Dawson wants to post a dozen of them as guards
around the mll and pack the rest of themoff to join the search beyond the

| oggi ng canp.

“Any guards he posts are worthless,” Samsaid. “W'I| use the code phrase to get
past them W' Il nove in on Dawson and Klinger before they know what's
happened. ”

“l suppose it’'s possible.
“CfF course it is.”

“But what about the conputer in G eenw ch?”

“We can deal with that later,” Sam said.

“How do we get to it?”

“Didn’'t you say Dawson’s household staff is programmed?”
“According to Sal shury.”

“Then we can get to the conputer.”

“And the cover-up here?”

“W' Il manage.”

“ How?”

“That’s the | east of our problens.”

“You're so goddamed optinistic.”

“lI"ve got to be. So do you.”

Paul pushed away fromthe wall. “All right. But Jenny and Rya nmust have heard
the shots. They' |l be worried. Before we go to the mll, we should stop back at
the church and fill themin, let them know where we all stand.”

Sam nodded. “Lead the way.”

about —Sal sbhury?”

Lat er.

They left by the rear door and started across the parking lot toward the all ey.
After a few steps Paul said, “Wait.”

Sam st opped, turned back

“We don't have to sneak around the |ong way,” Paul said. “W're in control of
the town now. ”

“Good point.”

They circled around the nunicipal building and went out to East Main Street.

11: 45 P. M

Klinger stood in the velvety darkness, two-thirds of the way up the bell tower
stairs, listening. Voices drifted dowmn from above: two nmen, a worman, a child.
Edi son. And Jenny Edi son. Annendal e and hi s daughter..

He now knew what was happening in Black Ri ver, what the carnage at Thorp’'s
office signified. He knew the extent of these people’ s know edge of the field
test and of all the working, planning, and schem ng that lay behind the field
test—and he was shocked.

Because of what he had heard, he knew that they were notivated to resist, at

|l east in part, for altruistic reasons. He didn’t understand that. He could
easily have understood themif they had wanted to seize the power of the
sublimnals for their owm. But altruism. . . That had al ways seened foolish to
him He had decided a long tine ago that nmen who eschewed power were far nore
dangerous and deadly than those who pursued it, if only because they were so
difficult to fathom so unpredictable.

However, he also knew that these people could be stopped. The field test wasn't
an unmitigated disaster; not yet. They weren't going to win as easily as they

t hought. They hadn't yet brought himor Dawson to ruin. The project could be
saved.

Overhead, they finished discussing their plans. They sai d good-by to one another
and told one another to be careful and w shed one another |uck and hugged and
ki ssed and said they would pray for one another and said that they really had to
get on with it.
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In the perfect darkness, without a flashlight or even a match to show themthe
way, out of sight around two or three bends in the long spiral staircase, Sam
Edi son and Paul Annendal e started down the narrow, creaking steps.

Klinger’s own hurried descent was nmasked by the noise that the two men nmade
above him

He paused in the whispery, echo-filled nave of the church, where the walls and
the altar and the pews were no nore than adunbrated by the nmeager nocturna
storm|ight that shone through the arched wi ndows. He wasn’'t certain what he
shoul d do next.

Confront them here and now? Shoot them both as they cane out of the stairwell?
No. The light was nmuch too poor for gunplay. He couldn't target themw th any
accuracy. Under these conditions he woul d never bring down both of them-and

per haps not either of them

He t hought of searching quickly for a light switch. He could flip it on as they
entered the nave and open fire on themin the sane instant. But if there was a
swi tch nearby, he would never find it intine. And if he did find it in tine, he
woul d be every bit as surprised and blinded by the Iight as they woul d be.

Even if, by the grace of one of the saints depicted in these stained-glass

wi ndows, he did somehow kill both of them then he would have alerted the wonan
in the tower. She might be arnmed; she alnost certainly was. And if that was the
case, the belfry would be virtually inpregnable. Wth any sort of weapon at

all —+ifle or shotgun or handgun—and a supply of ammunition, she would be able to
hold himoff indefinitely.

He wi shed to God that he were properly equi pped. He shoul d have at |east those
few essentials of behind-the-lines conbat:

a pretty damed good machi ne pistol, preferably Gernman-made or Bel gi an, and
several fully | oaded magazines for it; an automatic rifle with a bandolier of
ammp; and a few grenades, three or four. Especially the grenades. After all,
this was no ladies’ tea party. This was a classic comando operation, a classic
clandestine raid, deep in hostile territory.

Behi nd him Edi son and Annendal e were unsettlingly close, on the |ast twenty
steps and coning fast.

He dashed along the side aisle to the fourth or fifth row of pews where he

i ntended to hi de between the high-backed seats. He tripped over a kneel er that
sone thoughtl ess nenmber of the congregation had forgotten to put up after saying
a prayer, and he fell with a loud crash. H s heart hanmering, he scranbl ed
farther along the row toward the center aisle, then stretched out on the bench
of the pew, flat on his back, the Wbley at his side.

As they cane into the dark church, Paul put one hand on Sanis shoul der
Sam st opped. “Yeah?” he said softly.

“Sssshhh,” Paul sai d.

They listened to the stormwind and to the distant thunder and to the settling
sounds that the buil di ng nmade.

Finally Sam said, “ls sonething wong?”

“Yeah. What was that?”

“What was what ?”

“That noise.”

"I didn’t hear anything.”

Paul studi ed the darkness that seenmed to pul se around them He squinted as if
that would help him penetrate the inky pools in the corners and the purpl e-bl ack
shadows el sewhere. The atnosphere was Lovecraftian, a dank seed bed of paranoia.
He rubbed the back of his neck which was suddenly col d.

“How coul d you have heard anything with all that racket we were naking on the
stairs?” Sam asked

“l heard it. Something. . .*“

“Probably the wind.”

“No. It was too loud for that. Sharp. It sounded as if—-as if soneone knocked
over a chair.”

They wai t ed.

Half a minute. A nminute.

Not hi ng.
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“Conme on,” Samsaid. “Let’s go.”

“Gve it another mnute.”

As Paul spoke a particularly violent gust of wind battered the east side of the
church; and one of the ten-foot-high windows fluttered noisily inits frane.
“There you are,” Sam said. “You see? That’'s what you heard. It was just the

wi ndow. ”

Rel i eved, Paul said, “Yeah.”

“W’ve got work to do,” Sam said.

They left the church by the front door. They went east on Main Street to Paul’s
station wagon, which was parked in front of the general store.

As the station wagon reached the mll road and its taillights dwindled to tiny
red dots beyond the west end of town, Klinger |eft the church and ran half a

bl ock to the tel ephone booth beside Utman's Cafe. He paged through the slim
directory until he found the nunbers for the Big Union Supply Conpany: twenty of
them eight at the logging canp and twelve at the nmll conplex. There wasn't
time to try all of them In what part of the m |l would Dawson establish his HQ?
Kl i nger wondered. He thought about it, painfully aware of the preci ous seconds
ticking by. Finally he decided that the nain office was the | ocation nost
consistent with Dawson’s personality, and he dial ed that nunber.

After it had rung fifteen tinmes, just as Klinger was about to give up, Dawson
answered it warily. “Big Union Supply Conpany.”

“Klinger here.”

“Have you fini shed?”

“He’s dead, but | didn't kill him Edison and Annendale got to himfirst.”
“They’'re in town?”

“That’s right. O they were. Right now they' re comng for you. And for nme. They
think we’re both at the mll.” As best he could in less than a mnute, the
general sunmed up the

Situation

“Wiy didn’t you elimnate them when you had the chance, in the Church?” Dawson
asked.

“Because J didn't have the chance,” Klinger said inpatiently.

“l didn't have tine to set it up right. But you can set it up just perfectly.
They' || probably park half a mle fromthe mll and walk in to you. They expect
to surprise you. But now you can surprise them”

“Look, why don’t you get in a car and cone up here right away?” Dawson asked.
“Conme in behind them Trap them between us.”

“Under the circunmstances,” Klinger said, “that nakes no mlitary sense, Leonard.
As a group of four, three of themarned, they'd be too form dable for us. Now
that they're split into pairs and puffed up with self-confidence, the advantage
is ours.”

“But if Edison and Annendal e know t he key-1lock phrases, | can’t keep guards
posted. | can't use any of these people up here. I'malone.”

“You can handle it.”

“Ernst, nmy training is in business, finance. This is nore your line of work.”
“And |’'ve got work down here in town.”

“l don’t elimnate people.”

“« Ch?”

“Not like this.”

“What do you nean?”

“Not personally.”

“You brought guns back fromthe canp?”

“A few of them |’ve posted guards.”

“Wth arifle or shotgun, you can do what's necessary. | know you can. |’ve seen
you shoot skeet both ways.”

“You don’t understand. It’'s against nmy beliefs. My religious beliefs.”

“You'll have to set those aside for now,” Klinger said. “This is a matter of
survival .”

“You can’t just set aside norality, Ernst, whether or not it’'s a matter of
survival. Anyway, | don't like being here alone. Handling this alone. It’'s no
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good.”

Trying to think of some way to convince the man that be could and should do what
had to be done so that he woul d get

of f the phone, the general hit upon an approach that he recogni zed at once as
customtail ored for Dawson. “Leonard, there’'s one thing that every sol dier
learns his first day on the battlefield, when the eneny is firing at himand
grenades are exploding around himand it seens |like he'll never get through to
the next day alive. If he's fighting for the right cause, for the just cause, be
|l earns that he’s never alone. God's always with him?”

“You're right,” Dawson said.

“You do believe ours is a just cause?”

“Of course. I'mdoing all of this for Hm”

“Then you’ Il come out just fine.”

“You're right,” Dawson said. “lI shouldn't have hesitated to do what He so
obviously wi shes ne to do. Thank you, Ernst.”

“Don't mention it,” Klinger said. “You better get noving. They' re probably

| eaving the station wagon about now. You'|ll have ten minutes at nost to prepare
for them”

“And you?”

“I1"I'l go back to the church.”

“God be with you.”

“Good | uck.”
They both hung up.
10

Sat urday, August 27, 1977

12:10 A M

THE W ND RAI SED a steady, haunting whooooo! in the highest reaches of the trees.
Thunder rumnbl ed frequently, each peal |ouder and nore unsettling than the one
that had cone before it. Above the forest, the sky periodically blazed with
lightning; the electric glow pul sed down through the canopy of interlaced
branches and left in its wake a series of stroboscopic imges that dazzled the
eye.

In the dense underbrush, small aninmals scanpered this way and that, busily
searching for food or water or compani onship or safety. O perhaps, Paul thought
as one of them dashed across the path and startled him they were frightened of
the oncom ng storm

Paul and Sam had expected to find arnmed guards rather than animls at the edge
of the woods that surrounded the mll, but there were none. Although all of the
lights were on in the main building, the structure seened—as did the | and around
i t—deserted.

They circled through the woods. Eventually they cane to the enpl oyee parking | ot
and studi ed the scene frombehind a thick clunp of |aurel

The helicopter was there, on the macadam thirty feet away. A man stood besi de
it in the darkness, smoking a cigarette, watching the |lightning and the
fast - movi ng cl ouds.

Paul whi spered: “Dawson or Klinger?”

“l don’t think so,” Sam sai d.

“Neither do I.”

“Then he’s the pilot.”

“You see a gun?” “No. Nothing.”

“Move in now?" “Wait.”

“For what ?”

“The right monent.”

They wat ched.

A few seconds later the pilot dropped his cigarette and crushed it under the
sol e of his shoe. He put his hands in his pockets and began to wal k aim essly
about, just killing tine. At first he cane toward the trees, wandered within ten
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or twelve feet of them then turned and went back the way he’ d cone.

“Qui ckly,” Sam sai d.

Paul stood up. He eased through the laurel and ran after the pilot.

The nman heard himand turned. His face was a bl ack nask, but his eyes seened
phosphorescent. “Wo—=

“I amthe key,” Paul said.

“I amthe lock.” “Speak softly.”

“Yes, sir.”

Paul | ooked beyond the helicopter. He could see the w ndows

—pst of themwith [ight behind themen the second and third floors of the nmain
building at the end of the storage yard. If he could see the w ndows, anyone who
happened to gl ance Qut m ght be able to see him in turn, despite the darkness.
He hustled the pilot closer to the helicopter, where they were pretty nuch

hi dden from the nmain buil ding.

Sam j oi ned them and said, “What's your nane?”

“Mal col m Spencer.”

“You are the pilot?”

“Yes. | am”

“Where’'s Leonard Dawson?”

“In the mill,” Spencer said.

“Whi ch bui | di ng?”

“The bi ggest one.”

“Which floor? First, second, or third?”

“First floor. There’'s a sort of public sales area with—"

“And Ernst Klinger,” Sam said. “Were' s he?”

“He’s in Black River,” Spencer said.

“That can’t be right.”

“Sir?”

“You nmean he's in town?” Paul asked.

“That’s right.”

Paul and Sam gl anced at each ot her.

“Somet hi ng wong?” the pilot asked. He seened to be concerned about them
“You're lying,” Paul said.

Sur prised, Spencer said, “No, sir.
“I amthe lock,” Paul said.

“I amthe key,” Spencer said.
“Where’'s Klinger?”

“He’s in Black River.”

Paul stared at Sam “Christ!”
To the pilot, Sam said, “You took Klinger and Dawson to the |ogging canp, didn't
you? And then brought themto the ml|?”

“No. Just M. Dawson. Ceneral Klinger went to town fromthe canp.”

“When?”

“A couple of mnutes after we got there,” Spencer said. He snmiled uncertainly.
Hi s teeth seened even nore radiant than his eyes.

“How did he go? Not in the chopper?”

“No, sir. He took a car.”

“\hy- "

Bef ore he could get out nore than one word of the question, Sam screanmed and
stunmbl ed forward agai nst the helicopter

In the same instant, the night silence was split open by a single rifle shot.
Instinctively, Paul dropped to the ground and roll ed.

A bullet cracked into the pavenent where he'd just been, ricocheted into the
dar kness.

A second bullet snmashed the macadam on the other side of him bracketing him
He rolled onto his back and sat up. He saw the rifleman at once: down on one
knee in a sportsman’s pose, thirty feet away at the edge of the woods. On the
drive fromtown, Paul had rel oaded the Conmbat Magnunmi now he held it with both
hands and squeezed of f five quick shots.

Al of them missed the mark.

However, the sharp barking of the revolver and the deadly whine of all those
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bul | ets ski ppi ng across the pavenent apparently unnerved the man with the rifle.
Instead of trying to finish what he had begun, he stood and ran

Paul scranbled to his feet, took a few steps after himand fired once nore.

Unt ouched, the rifleman headed away in a big | oop that would take himback to
the m Il conplex.

“ Sanp”

“Here.”

He coul d barely see Sam-dark cl othes agai nst the macadam

—and was thankful for the older man's telltale white hair and beard. “You were
hit.”

“In the leg.”

Paul started toward him “How bad?”

“Fl esh wound,” Sam said. “That was Dawson. Get after him for God' s sake.”

“But if you're hurt—=

“I"l'l be fine. Malcol mcan nake a tourniquet. Now get after him dammt!”

Paul ran. At the end of the parking area he passed the rifle: it was on the
ground; Dawson had either dropped it by accident and had been too frightened to
stop and retrieve it—er he bad discarded it in panic. Still running, Paul fished
in his pocket with one hand for the extra bullets he was carrying.

12:15 A M

The wooden tower stairs creaked under Klinger’s weight. He paused and counted
slowy to thirty before going up three nore steps and pausing again. If he
clinmbed too fast, the woman and the girl woul d know that he was coming. And if
they were ready and waiting for himwell, he would be committing suicide when he
wal ked onto the belfry platform He hoped that, by waiting for thirty seconds or
as much as a minute between brief advances, he could make themthink that the
creaking stairs were only settling noises or a product of the w nd.

He went up three nore steps.

12:16 A M

Ahead, Dawson di sappeared around a corner of the mll.

When he reached the same corner a nonent |ater, Paul stopped and studied the
north work yard: huge stacks of |ogs that had been piled up to feed the mll
during the long winter; several pieces of heavy equi pnent; a couple of |unber
trucks: a conveyor belt running on an inclined ranp fromthe mll to the maw of
a big furnace where sawdust and scrap wood were incinerated . . . There were
sinmply too many places out there in which Dawson could hide and wait for him
He turned away fromthe north yard and went to the door in the west wall of the
bui l di ng, back the way he had cone, thirty feet fromthe corner. It wasn't

| ocked.

He stepped into a short, well-lighted corridor. The enornous processing roomlay
at the end of it: the bull chain leading fromthe mll pond, up feeding shoots,
into the building; then a crosscut saw, a | og deck, the carriage that noved | ogs
into the waiting blades that woul d make | unber of them the giant band saw,
edgi ng machine, trimrer saws, dip tank, grading ranp, the green chain, and then
the storage racks . . . He renenbered all of those ternms froma tour that the
manager had gi ven Rya

and Mark two summers ago. |In the processing roomthe fluorescent strip lights
wer e burning, but none of the machines was working; there were no nen tending
them To his right was a washroom to his left a set of stairs.

Taking the steps two at a time for four flights—the first level was two floors
high in order to acconmpdate the machines in it—-he came out in the second-fl oor
hal | way. He stopped to think, then went to the fifth office on the left.

The door was | ocked.

He kicked it twi ce.

The | ock hel d.

There was a gl ass case bolted to the corridor wall. It contained a fire
extingui sher and an ax.

He jamed the revolver in his belt, opened the front of the case, and took out
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the ax. He used the flat head of it to batter the knob fromthe office door

When the knob fell off, the cheap |atch snapped. He dropped the ax, pushed open
the ruined door, and went inside.

The office was dark. He didn't switch on any |ights because he didn't want to
reveal his position. He closed the door to the hall so that he would not be

sil houetted by the pale light that spilled in.

The windows in the north wall of the office opened above the first-floor
terrace. He slid one of themup, slipped through it, and stepped onto the
tar-papered terrace roof.

The wi nd buffeted him

He took the Conmbat Magnum from his belt.

I f Dawson was hiding anywhere in the north yard, this was the best vantage point
fromwhich to spot him

The darkness of fered Dawson good protection, for none of the lights was on in
the yard.

He coul d have turned them on, of course. But he didn’'t know where to find the
switches, and he didn’t want to waste a lot of time |ooking for them

The only thing that noved out there was the clattering conveyor belt that rolled
continuously up the inclined ranp to the Scrap furnace. It should have been shut
down with the rest of

the equi pment, but it had been overl ooked. The belt cane out of the building
directly beneath himand sloped to a high point twenty feet above the ground. It
met the furnace door forty yards away. Because the cone-shaped furnace-thirty
feet in dianeter at the base, ten feet in dianeter at the top; forty feet

hi gh—was prinmed by a gas flane, the fire in it was never out unless the mll
foreman ordered it extinguished. Even now, when the belt had no fuel for it, the
furnace roared. Judging by the intensity of the flames | eaping beyond the open
door, however, several hundred pounds of the day’s input—onveyed out of the

m |1 before Dawson had halted operati ons—had yet to be fully consuned.

O herwi se, the yard was quiet, still. The mill pond—with the giant grappling
hook suspended fromthick wires over the center of it—tay to the right of the
ranp and the furnace. It was dotted with logs that |ooked a bit |ike dozing
alligators. A narrow channel of water called the slip led fromthe pond to the
terrace. Wen the mill was in operation, slip men poled |ogs along the slip to
the chutes that were covered by the terrace roof. Once in the chutes, the |ogs
were snared by hooked bull chains and dragged into the processing system East
and north of the pond was the deck, those forty-foot-high walls of gargantuan

| ogs set aside to supply the mlIl with work during the winter. To the |eft of
the ranp and the furnace, two |unber trucks, a high-lift, and a few ot her pieces
of heavy equi pnent were parked in a row, backed up against the chain-link fence
of a storage yard. Dawson wasn’'t to be seen in any of that.

Thunder and |ightning brought a sudden fall of fat raindrops. Some sixth sense
told Paul that he had heard nore than the clap of thunder. Propelled by an icy
prenoni tion, he spun around.

Dawson had come out of the window behind him He was no nore than a yard away.
He was ol der than Paul, a decade and a half ol der, but he was also taller and
heavi er; and he | ooked deadly in the rain-lashed night. He had an ax. The
goddamed fire ax! In both hands. Raised over his head. He swung it.

Kl inger was at the mid-point of the tower when the rain began to fall again. It
drumed noisily on the belfry shingles and on the roof of the church, providing
excel l ent cover for his ascent.

He waited until he was absolutely certain that the downpour would | ast—+then he
went upward w thout pausing after every third step. He couldn’'t even hear the
creaking hinself. Exhilarated, brimmng with confidence now, the Webley clutched
in his right hand, he clinbed through the last half of the tower in less than a
m nute and rushed onto the belfry platform

Paul crouched.

The ax bl ade whistled over his head.

Startled to hear hinself scream ng, unable to stop scream ng, abruptly aware
that the Smith & Wesson was still in his hand, Paul pulled the trigger
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The bull et tore through Dawson’s right shoul der

The ax flew fromhis hands. It arced out into the darkness and snashed t hrough
the windshield of one of the l|unber trucks.

Wth a certain eerie grace, Dawson pirouetted just once and toppled into Paul
The Conbat Magnum tunbled in the path of the ax.

Grappling with each other, clinging to each other, they fell off the terrace
roof .

The belfry held very little light in the mdst of that prineval Storm but it
was bright enough for Klinger to see that the only person there was the
Annendal e girl.

I npossi bl e.

She was sitting on the platform her back to the half-wall. And she seened to be
regarding himwi th dread.

What the hell?

There shoul d have been two of them The nine-foot-square belfry wasn't |arge
enough for a game of hide-and-seek. ‘What he Saw nmust be true. But there should
have been two of them

The night was rocked with thunder, and razor-tined forks of

white lightning stabbed the earth. Wnd booned through the open tower.

He stood over the child.

Looking up at him her voice wavering, she said, “Please... please.. . don't..
shoot ne.”

“Where is the other one?” Klinger asked. “Were did she go?”

A voi ce behind himsaid, “Hey, mister.”

They had heard himcomng up the stairs. They were ready and waiting for him
But how had they done it?

Sick, trenbling, aware that it was too late for himto save hinself, he
neverthel ess turned to neet the danger

There was no one behind him The storm conveniently provided another short burst
of incandescent light, confirmng that he saw what he thought he saw. he and the
child were alone on the platform

“Hey, mster.”

He | ooked up.

A black form I|ike a nonstrous bat, was suspended above him The worman. Jenny
Edi son. He coul d not see her face, but he had no doubt about who she was. She
had heard himcom ng up the stairs when he thought he was being so clever. She
had clinbed atop the bell and had braced herself in the steel bell supports,

against the ceiling, at the highest point of the arch, six feet overhead, |like a
goddamed bat .
It’'s twenty-seven years since | was in Korea, he thought. I'mtoo old for

commando raids. Too old

He coul dn’'t see the gun she held, but he knew he was | ooking into the barrel of
it.

Behi nd hi mthe Annendale girl scranbled out of the line of fire.

It happened so fast, too fast.

“Good riddance, you bastard,” the Edi son wonan sai d.

He never heard the shot.

Dawson | anded on his back in the mddle of the inclined ranp. Trapped in the
other man’s clunsy but effective enbrace,

Paul fell on top of him driving the breath fromboth of them After a |ong
shudder, the conveyor belt adjusted to their

weight. It swiftly carried them headfirst toward the open nouth of the scrap
fur nace.

Gasping, linp, Paul nmanaged to raise his head from Dawson’s heavi ng chest. He
saw a circle of yellow and orange and red flanes flickering satanically thirty
yards ahead.

Twenty-five yards

Wnded, with a bullet wound in one shoul der, having cracked his head agai nst the
ranp when he fell, Dawson was not immediately in a fighting nood. He sucked air,
choked on the fiercely heavy rain, and blew water fromhis nostrils.
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The belt clattered and thunped upward.

Twenty yards. ..

Paul tried to roll off that highway of death.

Wth his good hand Dawson held Paul by the shirt.

Fifteen yards .

“Let go. . . you . . . bastard.” Paul tw sted, squirmed, hadn't the strength to
free hinself.

Dawson’s fingers were like claws.

Ten yards .

Tappi ng his last reserves of energy, the dregs fromthe barrel, Paul pulled back
his fist and punched Dawson in the face.

Dawson |l et go of him

Five yards .

Whi npering, already feeling the furnace heat, he threw hinself to the right, off
t he ranp.

How far to the ground?

He fell with surprisingly little pain into a bed of weeds and nud beside the

m |l pond.

Wien he | ooked up he saw Dawson—del iri ous, unaware of the danger until it was
too late for hi mdropping headfirst into that crackling, spitting, roiling,
hellish pit of fire.

If the man screanmed, his voice was blotted out by a cynballike crash of thunder.

THE ENDI NG

Sat urday, August 27, 1977
5:00 A M

THE MESS HALL at the logging canp was a rectangle, eighty feet by forty feet.
Sam and Rya sat behind a dining

table at one end of the long room A single-file line of weary | unbernen
stretched fromtheir table across the hail and out the door at the far end.

As each man stepped up to the table, Sam used the power of the key-lock program
to restructure his nenory. Wen the new recollections were firmy inplanted, he
excused the man—and Rya struck a nane fromthe Big Union Supply Conpany’s

enpl oyee |ist.

Between the thirtieth and the thirty-first subject, Rya said to Sam “How do you
feel ?”

“How do you feel ?”

“I"m not the one who was shot.”

“You’' ve been hurt too,” he said.

“All | feel is—grown up.”

“More than that.”

“And sad,” she said.

“And sad.”

“Because it’'ll never be the sane. Not ever.” Her lips trenbled She cleared her
throat. “Now, how s your |eg?”

“About a yard long,” he said.

He pull ed on her chin.

She pull ed on his beard.

He managed to get a snmile fromher, and that was better nedicine than Doc
Troutman’ s antibiotics.

6:30 A M

The storm cl ouds had begun to break up two hours ago. Dawn brought wel cone
shafts of autumm sunlight.
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In the dense pine forest, half a nile above Black River, three men | owered the
remai ns of Dawson, and the bodies of Salsbury and Klinger into a conmon grave.
“All right,” Jenny told them “Fill it in.”

Wth each shovel ful of dirt that struck the corpses, she felt nore alive.

9:30 A M

After a refueling stop in Augusta, the hornetlike helicopter put down on the

| andi ng pad behind the G eenwi ch house at nine thirty in the norning.

“CGet it gassed up and serviced for a trip back to Black River this evening,”
Paul sai d.

“Yes, sir,” Malcol m Spencer said.

“Then go hone and get sone sl eep. Be back here by seven o' clock this evening.
That should give us both tine to rest.”

“l can use it,” Spencer said.

Paul got out of the helicopter and stretched. He had showered and shaved and
changed cl ot hes before | eaving Maine, but that had refreshed himonly
tenmporarily. He was stiff, sore, and tired deep in his bones.

He went to the rear door of the stone house and knocked. A servant answered. She
was a plunp, pleasant-faced woman in her fifties. Her hair was tied back in a
bun. Her hands were white with flour. “Yes, sir?”

“I amthe key.”

“I amthe | ock.”

“Let me in.”

She stepped out of his way.

I nside, he said, “Were's the conputer?”

“The what, sir?” she asked.

“The conmputer. Dawson’s conputer.”

“I haven’t any idea, sir.”

He nodded. “Okay. Forget about ne. Go back to whatever you were doing.” He

| ooked around the el aborately equi pped kitchen. “Doing a bit of baking, | see.
Go ahead with it Forget that | was ever here.”

Humring to herself, she returned to the counter beside the oven.

He poked about on his own until he located the conputer room Wen he found it,
he sat before one of the programm ng consoles and typed out the access code that
he had gotten from Sal sbury.

The conputer responded on all of its read-out screens:

PROCEED

Pecking at the typewiter keys with one finger, doing precisely what Sal sbury
had told himto do, he ordered it to:

ERASE ALL STORED DATA

Five seconds | ater the read-out screen flickered:

ALL STORED DATA ERASED

That nessage di sappeared fromthe tubes, and his second order was displayed for
a few seconds

ERASE ALL PROGRAMS

It said:

REQUEST CONFI RVATI ON

CF LAST DI RECTI VE

So weary that the letters on the keys blurred before him Paul again typed:
ERASE ALL PROGRAM

Those three words shimered on the green background for perhaps half a ninute.
Then they blinked several tines, vanished.

He typed the words “Black River” and asked for a read-out and a full print-out
of associ at ed dat a.

The conputer did not hing.

Next, he typed the words “key-lock” and asked for a read-out and a ful
print-out of all information in that file.

Not hi ng.

He requested that the conmputer run a systens check on itself and display its
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circuitry on the cathode-ray tubes

The tubes showed not hi ng.

He | eaned back in the programer’s chair and cl osed his eyes.

Years ago, when he had been in high school, he had seen a boy lose a finger in
woodwor ki ng shop. The boy had sliced it off on the band saw, a very even cut

bet ween the second and third knuckles. For two or three mnutes, while everyone
around hi m babbl ed in panic, the boy had treated the bl oody stunp as little nore
than a curiosity. He had even joked about it. And then, when his conposure had

i nfected those who were giving himfirst aid, he suddenly came to ternms with
what had happened, suddenly recogni zed the | oss and the pain, began to scream
and wai |

In much the sanme fashion, the nmeaning of Mark’s death exploded in Paul, hit him
with the enptional equivalent of a truck plow ng through a stone wall. He
doubl ed over in the chair and, for the first time since he’d cone across the
pat hetic body in the freezer, he wept.

6:00 P.M

When he got out of the car, Sam stood for a while, |ooking at the general store.
Jenny said, “What’'s the matter, Dad?”
“Just deciding how nuch I can get for it.
“For the store? You're selling?”

“I"'mselling."

“But . . . it’s your life.”

“I"'mgetting out of Black River,” he said. “lI can't stay here know ng that any
time | want. - . | can just open these

people with the phrase. . . use them.

“You woul dn’t use them” she said, taking himby the armas Rya took his other
arm

“But knowing that | could. . . That sort of thing can eat at the soul, rot a nan
up inside.. .“ Flanked by them he went up the porch steps. For the first time
in his life, he felt like an old man.

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 1, 1977

The foll owi ng headline appeared at the bottom of the front page of The New York
Ti nmes:

MRS. DAWSON HI RES | NVESTI GATORS

DI SSATI SFIED WTH F.B. 1.’ S WORE

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 8, 1977

Two bel | hops showed themto the honeynoon suite. On the desk in the parlor,
there was an arrangenent of carnations and roses, conplinments of the nmanagenent.
Jenny nmade hi msavor the fragrances: first a rose by itself, then a carnation
then a rose and a carnation together

Later, they made | ove, taking their time about it, doing what nost pleased each
other. He seened to float on her and she on him he in her and she in him It
was a rich, full experience; and they were sated afterwards.

For a while they were silent, lying on their backs, hol ding hands, eyes cl osed.
At |ast she said, “It was different that tine.”

“Not bad, though,” he said. “At |east not for ne.”

“Ch, no. Not bad. Not for nme either.”

“What then?”

“Just. . . different. |I don’t know. Maybe. . . W’ ve gai ned sonethi ng—ntensity,
I think. But we’'ve also | ost sonething. There wasn’'t any innocence to it this
time.”

“We’re not innocent people anynore.”

“l guess we aren’t,” she said.
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W' re killers, he thought. Children of the 1970s, sons and daughters of the
great nmachi ne age, survivalists.

Al right, he told hinself angrily. Enough. We're killers. But even killers can
grab hold of a little happiness. Mrre inportant, even killers can give a little
happi ness. And isn’t that the nost anyone can do in this |life? Gve alittle
happi ness?

He thought of Mark: the faked death certificate, the small grave next to Annie’'s
casket. ..

He turned to Jenny again and took her in his arns and let the world shrink until
it was no larger than their two bodies.
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